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P U E F A T O R Y 



AND 



DEDICATORY STANZAS. 



LADEN with Fancy's half-blown blossomings, 
And buds, (not "buds of promise" would they were,) 

My fledgeling Muse's votive offerings,— 
Fruits all unripe, selected with no care, 

Plucked as they came to hand,— >my bark doth dare, 

The dangers of the wild unstable deep 
Of public opinion : few are there 

Who, when the gales of criticiitn sweep. 

Its restless surface o'er, their sails aloft can keep. 

No spars arc her's, bedecked with flaunting pride, 

Nought is there in her cargo to allure. 
The Corsair of the literary tide, 

That dread of vent'rous Authors, hight Reviewer! 

Whose raking fire not many may endure, 
And mne the least of any ; may she sail 

On, in her insignificance secure. 
Nor be her progress stayed by that fierce hail, 
At which the sloulest xrew, and bravest captains quail. 












As yet 'mid friendly slates her course has liihi, 

Close along shore, where Storms nor Rovers come ; 
But now, — complete her lading, — o'er the main, 

The wide unsheltered main, she far must roam ; 

A bubble cast npon the ocean's foam, 
^ A feather floating in a stormy sea, 

Commissionedj-^should she reach that distant dome,— - 
To offer at the shrine of Poesy, 
This wreath from One, the Nine's most humble devotee. 

A nut -shell amid Navies, may she ride, 

E'en as the Nautilus, in safety o'er 
The wave, nor from her course be turned aside. 

By mightier vessels bearing to that shore. 

Where Fame erects her temple ; long and sore 
Must be her buffetings, oh I may her state. 

So weak and helpless, 'mid the tempest's roar. 
Compassion, in some feeling breast create. 
To stretch a helping hand, ere yet it be tdo late. 






■x^^. 

'^>: 



A.' 



"*.\ 



To those who lent their aid to build my Bark, 
And launch her forth, my grateful thanks are due, 

And, of my gratitude a trifling mark, 
Subscribers ! do I dedicate to you 
These untaught lays ; full soon shall I renew 

My '* groy goose quill," and strive my verse to mend, 
'Till then, to one and all, I bid adieu ! 

And many a prayer, will Nemo upward send. 

That health, and every blessing, may on you and your's 
attend. 
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THE OCEAN QUEEN. 



INTRODUCTORY STANZAS. 



BOUND on a voyage to the western world, 

A stately ship which Britain's ensign here,' 
While yet the grey dawn's mist o'er ocean onrl'di 
And wrapt in dim obscurity the shore. 
Roused with her gun's reveberating roar. 
The voyagers, from out their tranquil sleep. 
Who hastening to the beach, beheld spread o'er. 
The canvas white, upon the spars so steep ; 
Then broke forth many a parting word, and sob of sorrow 
deep. 

I saw that vessel sail from out the bay. 

Which never mortal eyes beheld again. 
Lightly she bounded on her watery way. 

As bounds the stag across the verdant plain : 

And smooth, as is a mead was then the main ; 
Since then full many a year away has past. 

But tidings of her fate we ne'er could gain. 
Doubtless she on some hidden rock was cast. 
And perished t very soul beneath the ocean rast. 
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I THE OCEAN QUEEK. 

Amid the passengers you might have mark*d— 

A lovely girl, in deepest sables clad, 
And on the scene around, e'er she embark' d, 

A look she cast, so sorrowful, so sad, 
That cold indeed must be the heart, and bad, 
Which gave not forth the sympathysing tear, 

Alone she came, no relatives she had, 
With words of comfort that sad hour to cheer. 
List ! Reader, and a tale of that fair girl thou'lt hear. 



She was an Orphan, on the battle field. 
Her father bravely fell in manhood's pride. 

Calling on Heav'n his much loved wjfe to shield. 
And children twain (now in the world so wide 
All friendless cast) from poverty's chill tide ; 

Hither they came, the mourning widow and— 
The fatherless, in yonder cottage did reside ; 

Six years pass'd o'er, when fell death's icy liand. 

And by their mother's grave I saw those Orphans stand. 



The younger child, a sweet though fragile flower, 

Soon 'neath the sod beside that mother lay, 
Nipp'd in the bud, it blossomed for an hour. 

Then all its bloom, and fragrance past away ; 

It pined for her whose mild voice could allay, 
And soothe each grief of infancy to rest. 

'Tis true her sister o'er her night and day 
Watched, and each wish was granted ere' exprest. 
But Oh! she lo])|^d to nestle, ontheTond maternal 
breast. 



• •*: • • • . 
* .. • • . • • • 



THE OCEAK QUEBK. 

Now was our Heroine indeed alone, 
A stranger amid strangers, and so young, 

(For scarce had sixteen summers o'er her flown) 
It did appear as destiny had rung 
The knell of all her earthly hopes, o'erhung 

The horizon with dark clouds of gloom and strife : 
Her father from a noble race had sprung. 

But all connexion ceased, when for his wife. 

He took a maid from out the walks of humble life. 



Many came forward, I among the rest. 

And offered an asylum to the Maid, 
But no ! her Mother's friends dwelt in the West, 

And she to cross the seas was not afraid, 

She'd seek them out, and doubtless they some aid. 
Would render to an Orphan girl whose fate, 

(Here stifling sobs her anguish deep betray'd). 
Was so enwrapp'd in gloom, so desolate ; 
Great was her gratitude to us^ greater than words could 
state. 



And Oh i (continued she) when I am gone. 
You'll think on her ! by whom will ne'er forgot— 

Your kindness be, and on the Sabbath mom. 
As often as you pass that burial spot, 
See that no weeds are suffered there to rot. 

That no rude hand the sacred tomb defoce. 
And be assured whatever is my lot, 

(Again the tears bedewed her lovely face) 

My prayers will rise for those, who sought my woes to 
chase. 
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4 Tllp OCEAN QUEEN. 

Deeply her words sank on each listener's heart, 

And to secure it from unhallowed tread, 
We railed around the green spot set apart, 

To be the widow's, and her infant's bed ; ' 

And on a marble slab, may now be read, 
(Which rests upon the chancel's sacred wall) 

In memory of her ! on whose young head. 
Affliction's hand so heav^y did fall, 
This stone is placed, her virtues, and her sufferings to 
recall. 



I lored that beauteous Girl, she call'd to mind 

My own fair daughter, she whom long ago, 
I to the bosom of the earth consigned, 

And a strange pleasure mingled with my woe 

When gazing on her, as she like the roe, 
Bounded in glee, the flowery meads along, 

Ere* her young heart had felt grief's bitter throe, 
Or hushed was all the gladness of her song; 
I mourn that lovely form, should sleep the waves among. 



I cannot bear to think her dead, and oft, 

Upon a cliff which overhangs the main, 
I stand and muse, until her voice so soft, 

As in the days gone by, I hear again. 

And then does fancy weave her magic chain 
Around me, and displays full many a scene, 

Such a?, though void of melody my strain, 
(Which, Reader, thou discovered hast I ween) 
I have depicted in ray Lay " The Ocean Queen. 
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PART THE FIRST. 



'* Steady she goes ! " cried the Helmsman bold. 

As the good ship Howe, o'er the ocean sped 

W?th every inch of canvas spread, 

From the clean-wash' d deck, to the topmast head ; 
'* Steady she goes ! if thik breeze should hold, 

Ere the bright sun sinks in his western bed. 
Many leagues from those white cliffs we shall be. 

From the home, and the friends of our youth so dear; 
Then a long farewell ! to the Land of the Free ! 

Come messmates ! join in a parting cheer ;" 
Aroimd the sturdy crew did stand. 
Each with his sea cap in his hand, 

'Twas waved on high, simultaneously 

Burst forth the spirit stirring cry ; 
As one, were their manly voices blent. 
Again, and again, was the wild shout sent, 

Hip ! hip ! hurrah ! o'er the waters far — 

On the wings of the freshening gale did fly. 

Loud and clear, was that farewell cheer. 
As it rose from the deck, on the morning air, 

But e'er it smote on the landsman's ear, 
'Twas faint, as the wailings of despair ; 

As the cry for help t when no help is near; 
When the mariner sinks, to a watery grave. 
While around him the bUlows, and rude blasts rave : 

It caused a cold chill, o'er the hearts to thrill, 
Of those who stood on the pebbly beach ; 
As though endowed with the power of speech, 

It seemed to say ** We have passed away I 

We never again that shore shall reach." 
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A ciuld was he, of stonns, and strife, 

Old in experience, though his yeafs— 
Had scarcely reach'd the prime of life, 

Dangers he scoff 'd at, knew not fears ;. 
"Well skill'd the vessel's course to guide. 
In safety o'er the boundless tide. 
To avoid the quicksands, sunken rocks, 
The whirlpool's, and tornado's shocks 3 
To reef I to fiirl 1 belay I haul taut I 
And every term of seamanship- 
Came readily from off his lip, 
As though by nature taught. 

He loved an hour of social mirth, 

A can of grog to banish care : 
He loved the country of his birth. 
And deem'd (here was no spot on earthy 

Could with that spot compare : 
Ko wife, no offspring dear had he» 
For long on land he ne'er did tarry, 
Once had he been about to marry, 
When duty summoned him to sea. 
And quite forgotten was his bride. 
In that good ship, his joy, his pride. 
The idol of his manly heart : 
ITaknown to him the cringing part. 
Bo nt'et could stoop to be a slave, 
8oonef)lhMi foreign flag ahould wave, 

(In place of Britain*! blazonry,) 
Hui vessel'ff tapering spars between. 
He'd fire the powder magazine. 

Bidding her scattered'timbers fly«- 
Far o'er the heaving wave ; 



tHB OCEAN QUEEN. 

And sending to eternity— 
Himself, and crew so brave. 

Such was the man ! who ne'er was heard 
To use a rain, or boastful word; 
"Who'd scorn to tell a lie, 
And ne'er beneath the jacket blue, 
Beat there a heart more brave, more true- 
To honour's call, than his who trod-— 
(As firmly treads the mountaineer, 
His native hills to him so dear. 
In free unshackled liberty, 
Rowing to none, but to his God !) 
The quarter deck, while flashed his eye. 
And swell'd his heart exultingly, 
As gradual land did disappear. 
And nought the gazer could descry, 
But the cloudless sky's blue canopy. 
And the wide waste of waters drear. 

The passengers had all below—- 
Retired, save one, who to and fro— 
With folded arms did pace ; 
Now pausing, did he fix his gaze. 
Where distantly amid the haze— 
The eye could scarcely trace— 
A little spot, a speck of white, 
Wliich glistened in the sun beams bright; 
The chalky clifis of Albion's Isle I 
Against the mast he leant awhUe, 
As though his mind was torn and tost. 
And in the maze of memory lost ; 
Then as that spot grew less, and less, 
His feelings could he not repress, 
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But sounding low the wares along, 

Was heard "the Emigrant's Farewell Song." 

Farewell i oh farewell ! to the placid lake. 

To the village embower'd in trees ; 
Whose vernal boughs, soft melody make. 
As they wave in the evening breeze ; 
"Where the nightingales song — 
Floats the bowers among. 
When twilight gathers around; 
And the churchbell's peal— 
O'er the waters steal, 
With a sweet, and a solemn sound : 
Farewell ! oh farewell ! in a foreign clime» 

Full oft will those strains so dear. 
To memory recur, and that evening chime, 
I again shall (in fancy) hear. 

Farewell ! oh farewell ! to the quiet grot,— 

Whence gushes the crystal spring; 
To that lovely, that sweet, sequester'd spot. 
Where no sound, but the wild bees wing : 
And the gurgling trills* 
Of the murmuring rill. 
The dreamy stillness invades ; 
Where a soothing calm— 
Does each wild thought charm. 
And soft slumber each sense pervades : 
Farewell ! oh farewell ! be it mine to roam, 

Amid sunny smiles or tears, 
My thoughts will e'er turn to that much lov'd home. 
And those scenes of my boyhood's years. 
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On ! on ! before the auspicious wind, 

Still bounding went the gallant bark, 
Leaving a white track far behind— 

Of foam, upon the waters dark ; 
So swiftly flies the wild Gazell, 

Chased by the Panther o'er the plain; 
So bounds the Chamois when does swell— 
Upon the breeze the bugle strain. 
Or when- mid glacier'd grots the sound— 

Of hunter's rifle echoes round: 
The sun, the zenith long had past. 

And now declining in the west. 
His level beams obliquely cast. 

Upon the boundless ocean's breast. 

Tinging with gold each billow's crest. 
And on the vessels canvas throwing — 

A gorgeous, sanguine hue ; 
l^ow like a fiery furnace glowing, 

He slowly sank from view,— 
Behind the clouds of coming night, 
Which drank his beams of lustrous light ; 

So sinks to rt«t in glory's arms. 

Amid the battle's fierce alarms. 
The warrior, on the fiejd of fight. 

Spuming the waters with her keel. 
Like some lone spirit of the deep, 
Enveloped in the shades of eve. 

Which now their garment grey did weave, 

And all the scene around conceal, 
The vessel with impetuo^ speed, 
As to a goal by fate decreed, 

Bid over the ocean sweep. 
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Shrill through the shrouds the western gal 
Sang, and distended wide each sail, 
'Till the confining cords did strain, 
As they were like to snap in twain ; 
Towards the topmast taper spars, 

Which seem'd to pierce the firmament, 
(Assuming now a dusky hue, 
A more intense, a deeper blue, 
And studded o'er with twinkling stars. 
Revolving in their silver cars) 

The Captain's practiced glance was sent ; 
As bend on land before the breeze. 
The vernal boughs of willow trees. 

Those slender spars were bent ; 
He saw to ease them there was need, 
The prompt command did then succeed, 

"Reef! reef! without delay !" 
And as it loud and clear did ring, 
The crew upon the rigging spring. 

His orders to obey. 

Now o'er the horizon's eastern verge. 

Is spreading seen, a silvery sheen. 
As the Aurora Borealis clear. 
Illumes the northern hemisphere. 

That glancing ray, does brightly play, 
THiere sky, and sea commingling meet 
A harbinger, the night doth greet. 

Which tells full soon, the paley moon. 
Will from her ocean bed emerge : 

She comes ! she comes ! night's lovely Queen I 
Shedding around her dewy light. 
Making all beautiful, and bright. 
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Tlic silver moon, far up had climb* d 

And'from the bowers of bliss above, 
Where not a cloud was seen to wreath, 

Beam'd forth her looks of light, and love, 
Upon the refluent tide beneath ; 
Eight bells had musically chimed, 

Which told the midnight hour had flown. 
The log was cast with care/ul heed. 

Which to the practiced eye made known— 
The vessers rate of speed : 
The Boatswain's whistle sounded shrill,^ 
As cry of Plover from the hill, 

(Which up does spring, on whirring wing, 
When fowler's footstep does intrude, 
Too near her tender, unfledged brood. 
Amid the heathery solitude,) 
Bidding the mariners forsake— 

Their hammocks, for the upper deck. 
Their turn of watch, and ward to take. 

To guard the ship from foes, or wreck, 
Scarce had its last vibrations mng. 

Ere* answering to the piercing call. 
Nimbly they up the hatchway sprung. 

And quick were muster*d one, and all. 

The men relieved, retired to rest, 

The stir, the bustle died away, 
And save the sailors ready jest. 

The lively laugh, the sally gay. 
Which cheerfulness of heart bespoke ; 

The flapping sail, the whistling gale. 

The surges rush, like fountains gush, 
Ko sound upon the gtillness broke. 
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And had those men so soon forgot, 
The pleasant scenes they left behind ? 

The meads, the wood o'er shadow'd cot. 
Which seem'd for peace, and rest design'd ? 
Had all, all Tanish'd from the mind 7 

The river winding through the Tale, 
Fed by its tributary streams, 

On whose green banks they oft the tale— • 
Of love, beneath the moon's pale beams. 

Had told, to not unheeding ears ? 
The friends who 'mid those bright scenes dwelt, 
Who hourly to their Maker knelt, 
For favouring gales to waft them on. 
The ocean's boundless breast upon ; 
That they may safe, and quick return, 
To those who for their presence yearn ? 

Who weary Heav'n with prayers, while tears. 

Express their anguish, and their fears ? 

Oh no I but He who dwells above, 

"Who every secret spring does move. 

Which guides the acts of feeble man, 

(An atom in the mighty plan) 

Does in ^His wisdom so ordain, 
That those who dwell 'mid scenes of danger. 
To whom security's a stranger ; 
Sieze with avidity each joy, 
With which the passin^^ hour is rife, 

Kor let afflictions dark alloy, 

Embitter all their vent'rous life : 

Yet do affections fond retain- 
No less their influence o'er the heart, 
For acting not the mourners part. 
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Silent, and deep as a secret spring, 

Which gushes in crystal purity, 
Where the forest trees a dark shade fling. 

Unseen, unheard by the passer by ; 
Ever to one object flowing. 

Nothing of estrangment knowing ; 
Is the love the sailor cherisheth, 
Unquench'd by aught, save the hand of death. 

A listening group had gather'd round—- 

▲ son of Neptune, on whose head. 

Old time had hoary honours shed ; 
Full fourscore years had roll'd them round. 

Since 'mid a tempest rude, and wild, 

He first saw light " an Ocean Child," 
A weather beaten Sea-dog^-one— 

Who'd seen (he said) ** a little sanrice," 
And much his converse ran upon. 

The gallant deeds of Howe, and Jarvis, 
Duncan, and others famed in story, 

Wl]|>se names like glancing beacon lights. 

Kindled upon the rocky heights. 
Which over-hang the path of glory; 

Guide on to where ihe shrine of fame. 

Emits a never dying flame : 
He loved to picture forth the battle, 
The cannon's roar, the muskets rattle. 
The clash of cuUas,* thrust of pike. 
When Britons ! did for Britain strike. 
And Gallia's flag of stainless white. 

On which the golden lilies gleam'd, 
Bow'd to old Albyn's greater might, 

Whose standard proudly o*er it stream' f' 
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To make tht long night watch seem short, 
Tales would he tell, with marvels fraught. 
Of " Flying Dutchmen" bearing aU— 
Their topsails in a heav^ squall. 
When 'mid the elemental jars. 
Scarce could their ship with naked spars. 
Ride out the tempest's mighty fihoek, 
Whose wratlrthe stranger seem'd to mock ; 
Seen by the lightning's fitful gleam, 
Now in their lee, now weather beam. 
And on the deck a ghastly crew, 
Whose eyes (^e chamel meteors blue) 
Glanc'd fearfully amid the gloom, 

While shrieks, and horror filling yells, 
Were heard as issuing from the tomb. 

Mingled with sound of tolling bells : 

Of Lapland Hags ! in icy cells. 
Surrounded by eternal frost. 

Who deal in diabolic spells, 
By which the ship is tempest tost. 

Or wafted on by favouring gales ; ' "*^ 

Of sharks voracious, and of whales— 
So huge, that they can swallow up, 

(And feel no inconvenience from it,) 
A ship full rigg'd, as we a cup— 

Of Flip, would take with toast upon it. 

Of water serpents miles in length. 
With tails of such prodigious strength. 

That with one stroke, they oft have broke— 
An island into several more ; 
** And this the reason is (said he) 
The place they call the Bgean Sea, 
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With Uttle Isl^8 is dott©d o'er j 

Once there were only tva or three/ 
But being in a mighty rage, ' 
(TWt happened in a hy-j^eiii^)'' ' ^ - ^^ 

A serpent naed his scaly tail,- '^ ' '• "' "" y"; 

Just as a thresfa«f would hfe fifttU,'- 
Causing the pieces wi^ctdfly^ * ^ •*^. 

Like so muck brolten croclcery.?* : f^ *, i .y 

This creatore had iienevfrst^i^;.;; .'^ ^. , , -. 

StiUdtdbeUeveitn^^lei»i|f|lie«;^^^^^^^^ ^ ^.i, } \u , ^ " 
Than that the sea b«;r^athw|uf 

Or t^t the dey ah<nrc w|it JWtoe ; , ,. ..^ 
And an <^,inie»8maie (^ne .1^1^<^;.|u^ ^^k^i^:" 

With Wm^ In yews now long gone hy,) - ,« i<t ?. 
Had thnst esici drcumsfance detail'd, 

Just as it inet kift wondering e3fe ; 
He Was a native of the west^ 
Who calculated much, and guess'd^ . . ;; 

» Ko woril was there Apocryphalt^ .. 

Oifiie'ermli^titbehiei^gttini .. - .; 

, To wnid^o>rthetiJM)l^f|^^^ ' ., , - . j .' 

*•*' i 'l . * '■ . ^ « * III* ^'^ 



:/;:Hii liijf jpteitoft v v 

:^ • :- :^ only'dttipy the si^f^^^^.;^ y^^^'i^i-^r.^ - ^; . 

<..The'iJioiSB|l«ia^.lilieh^^ /"'^r- ^""/'"''J*'^-'^ 

.'Wkwe oft a yw(Mi,> |^<|«A/^«I,^ 'V . ■ 'V: 
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To ^hoot tlie foaming rapids Uirough. 

All in his whirling light Canoe ; 

To scale the moontasns, skim the lake, 

Where not a somid does silence break, 

Save the £ur-wheeling wiid4owr9.call. 

And echoingro» of water&ll ; 

<* Bat listen Hates ! and then you'U larn. 

What I did of the Yankey's Ym\ . 
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*' 'Twas on a sultry snmnier's day, - 
Beealm'd the good ship Boston lay, 

Upon the broad Atlalitic*s breast ; 
The burning sun's meridian ray, 
Down on the helped decki did ^lay, 

And all the crewwith sleep opprest." 



** We gaied around, on every side, ' 
Was Spread the iridescent tide, - 

As crystal mirror tfiotiohleas ; 
Not e'en a zephyr there ^ tide, ^ 
With strength to lift the veil aside. 

Which screens a face df lovelihess. 
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'* The Dolphin there displayed eadi hue, 
From purpltft deep, to paley blue. 

The playful porpoise leapt, and toU'd ; 
The swift Bonetta o'er us flew, 
On whose bright wings, thd sun-beamf threw, 

A radiance, iUi of burttish'd gold." 

" Beflected in the ware, appeared— 
Our vessels i^rs, which high up-rear*d, ■■ 
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•* As o'er US bent the fonn immense, 

Each moment more, and more intense— 
The darkness grew, we gasped for breath ; 

While, with a dreadful violence. 

The ship was whirllM around, each sense- 
Was chiird, as by the hand of death*" . :^ ; 
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" A mighty crash, was heurd at la»t, 
A snapping sound, oiur eyes we cast, 

Expecting some disaster sore ; 
The form was disappearing fast, 
Had vanished too, om* mizzcn mast, 

Which in his monstrous jaws he bore." 
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** Subsided soon, the oceans swells 
The darkness pass'd away, we fell — 

Upon our trembling knees in pray*r j 
But long it was, e*er we could quell — 
The fear, which in each breast did dwell, 

Gazing with wild, disordered air." 
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" A breeze sprung up, which with delight— 

We haiPd, and e'er did close the night, 

■ ■* ' ■ <■ 
We anchored in a pleasant bay ; 

Buttle remembraiice of that night. 

Which fill*d my spirit with affright, 

Will never! never! pass away." 
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As thus, adorned with many a phrase^ 
Whose meaning, unto ears polite, 
Was hid in darkness, as of night, 

His tale the sailor told ; 
The men in iiCcents of amaze, 
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With lifted liaads, and uptumM dyes, 
Betmy'd the wonder, aid sjurpri^c, 

. Wtfich through their bdsoms rollM ; 
Nat that they doubted it^,'Maobth«-<> ^ 
They deem*d, most firiiily deemNl it truth ; 
: And had it been ft ^(mfiand tihses^ / 
More startling, more ilhpioba^le>' * 
Uomjtsfxif^t mih horriMfs, Ih^y J|ai gjViiii— 
Fuji credence, and each dwbt hate dHten, 
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; FrcMo out th€^ breat|s, xit^r 4oatd you tell, 

: Fdr ti^eir b^^J^ ^0 in each dg&^ 
' Of the i^t breeze, which Wiiii2«c« by. 

And the VeVd vaires to pe$ce 4o^^ 
V Ke^W riiiing'v^ a Imider swell, 
Ui^mOiasig in a' dyiof fall, 

J^&DK^y JM^> the death bell chimes, • 
¥^iEe xiuiny a dijc^wmng messmates call, 
l/fTi^ aWe, the s^firit doeg appall. ^ 
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.Tfa« dArktonM mMses, aiul if 9«ie&^ 

The aiure sky: aadfeow enim^pp'^U 
In ntter darkneasi as her comn^ 

She thfongh some dismal cayeni heldr 
Asnld 'vdiave 'l^idiiigs, writh a f«$ce— 

Be•liU^•• i« the OB piiefeU*d 
Whik mnliMlig donads^ of hmgliter hoar^^^ ^^M, 

EoMiiiid afiimiid^ and is beheld'--^ ' "^^ 

Grim shadp#yfoxB»i ol^^ Phant^a^s dire. 

Which flit across the ttiarky space, 

Beleased from out that dreadAii place. 
Where hums the never-dying ire ; 

For purposes to ipikaA imktiown, . 
Upon the wiage4 9^0 to ride, 

Or wander o'eif <b« 'Weok-hesir^wn, 
The ever res^ess^de. 

* »• " .- V • " "" - 

Who <^Betts lefkd in every ihii^ 

WUeh meets the eye, or greets the ear : 
The e<^am of Sea-fowl, on the wing» . 

Eying amid ^e tempest clear ; 
The tttehing of the ravenous Shark, 

Which cleayes the billows, 8wilt> and sifc^ng. 
The passage of th<e Porpoise de^/ C 

Which tumbles aukwardlynsloA^-^ 
The heaving waters, on its i^ay ; ' • 
The gambols of the 0df|iuii gay j 
Tlie ponderom Wliate!s «li*^^ 
Which up its lotMi^t lie i^^ 
High in the sim^beams glittering; 
The Fire^Fiij^'s bri^t phospheaaat ray, > 

WhifcijjI^aB^ like the evefittingstar, 

SendlJig fti^ey beims afar, 

>: ,. V....'. :' ' ■' ■ .■ ■ , ■ • 
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Thiims^ tlie E>etltteid eteoi^iit : ^^ 
All ! aU ! are pmeoB eloquent, 
And to (he munstnicied mind. 
Seem b^ the flowers ab4rr» desi^'d, 
A ^ttH^y ..wttTtting to eontey : 
£llt all! tniia|u|igdec!F.pomKi, 

M|W9thiHli]r6«» '«f the Um«a of old,/ ^ 
' itf«aU Oif ei^ c^ of goodi 
^ i^iiji, ptedMied^ and Ibietpld, 

So'do tkose dife&en on tiie ^ood^ 
Bl^Te, tliat di^ fatoi^, 

i^9 in Eer myalieal mc^s ; 
iuid tliii Ibi^^owki^ do^s dep»Mw* 
^^ 'ij.Or «i»trea o'er eaeh glp^prlni^ t^iufc!*^ 
^^d^ilil^ ^«f»^ ^N9^fi> 
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A feeling very near akin— 
To superstition, rise within ; 
Which his superior intelect. 

In vain, endeavours to deny^ 
And which, the more he does reflect. 

The more his reasoning docs defy ; 
What wonder then, that those who ne*er. 
The blest advantages did share—* 
Of education, at the shrine— 
Of dark credulity, should kneel, 
And feel, as does a poweor divine, 

Her influence, o'er their senses steal ? 
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Oh ! who can gaze on the mighty deep, 

So fathomless ! vast ! illimitable ! 
As it liejB like a child enwrapt in sleep. 
When the waves are hush'd, and the winds are still 
When the moon-beams glance. 
O'er its broad expanse. 
And a silvery hue, on each riplet shed ; 
When nought but the main. 
Like a boundless plain — 
Is seen, and the blue sky over head ? 
Oh ! who can gaze in that tranquil hour, 

Nor feel within his breast arise, 
Feelings too deep, for defmement's power. 
So fraught with unspeakable phantasies? 
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PART f HE SBCONB: 



■#?*• 






«.**■ 



■ j(' 



, * 



Oh I there i^ a hti^t, ^m^ t| tea^atifol Xsattty 
Full many a fethMB, i^-ar^^eu t^aeath; 

W&ich softly Q(m q^*^ a gen(i-8trewn^ 8^^^ 
(Wh^e the cninson» JlJBid wttfe^^-hmelli^ wreath,) 

With a mui&ifting low; (IS lof pia^r»treaiittl| : . , 1 1 

Sa<^ a &ury4ik^ scene, a^'i*?^ <rft i&'otir te«i8-- 

B^hoMy wh^ blest fttn^addifioiefh^rfttray, '• ' ..f .^ 

And beai9>9 far ! liir ! ^^I^s9^4^^y : i' 

There iieveiis heted, adisc^M^Bliuie^ :- 
Unkno1llmj t]te dwatlkt ofm«mli^V^O€s^^ 

3ttt.eT^y soiinil> which arwid-dees float, : • . - . ; i; ■ 
Breathes a peaceful, a htu&'d, aiddr ar ftiiet j^se -. 

Unheard is the tempesti ^t la^d ^t^tfiin, : < < 
"Whm the stdHn sp^^iree^, the white ^iste o'er, 
An& wakfflis tlw wat^j t<o a wild nra^ar ; . r v^ . 

When all is c0n{b8i&B> sod deaf subig din, ' 
"Vi^enjthe thimdertrr^i add the lt^tnin|9 fly^ 

When havoQ, mi dnn^ft^i ^q hnnM^ b^«w, .;y 
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Aire ^dHh gUttefi]% jpelrifi^ilioiiB deck'd. 
Wfaicli fling thmr Mf^n^^ ^ and wide, 

Aadilie«kiUof«ae«f(IUjr4un|hi|ect. '^ 1/$^^ 
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Oh! ticl^«l|d1Miedii^^ 

Hie eye, in QaA sttbitti|Qa.BHieat : 

Heie ! 1e tl»49lHl gpi«^ ; 

Thete ! ivjilte ib^eeqf sno^Jakeas driven, 

Ab t&oiig^ in mcdcttj^ ef ^ 
The atone dii^78,i3ie«cid|!ie^ 
In gfoined arclw i»id ^nM dii^ ; . ^ 
Here! i^is^dieatetEaeety, 

)4ke foliage of.a Idtdyf^ iiq»»i'; 
Therel juttiagilKild, asdiiitoglu^, 

Like Castle baitletiien^^ ^id tow^ i 
Here ! likelhe garden 4^7 J^osk) 

With itilii^, JEttdjptici^ 
There! aaiihedomo)^ :iBM3l0Si|iie, 

Is heard, iOrbiii iti aerhi ly^f^E^if, 

(Pifffloatiag on the stHly air,) 
The 6olenm*t4iied|diuian*««ldl, 
Wh«», does the tmihan*^ Healem iall, 
t^ liit knees, witii d^i^^ 

Aii4 breaths to. 1^ 
BeieYornanu^edJikeashrijie, / 
Of C^pd-dri^i$ j9aB|ll; 
There ! plants jnaiiiie are seen to twine, . 

And wrealliroimd pillars, strai^t, and tall, 
. £ilke to some spi^ctcnia £e^^c HaU, 

Bf«^Ck*d l«r|fti||a^^ hall. 
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The Trident, iymbol of command, 
Is borne within the Monarch's hand ; 
'Tis waved around, their voices sink, 
They eager list his words to drink ; 
And now a so^nd is heard, 
Like forests by the nig^t breeze stirr'd; 
** Bring forth my Car!" his car is brought, 
'Tis formed of Ivory richly wrought, 
And carved in many a rare device ; 

Whereon are monstrous shapes displayed, 
The Lizard, and the Cockatrice, 

With shining precious stones inlaid, 
Whose scalely coats do glance, and gleam, 
Until they rife with motion seem. 
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He mounts, and now with loosen'd rein, 
The steeds bound o'er the level plain ; 
Then 'midst a cloud of flying spray, 

The azure element they cleave, 
As rising upward to the day. 

The pearly depths below they lelivo ; 
And now the destin'd goal's attain'd. 
With sudden check their speed's restrained, 
They toss their heads, and prance, and snort 
As thou|^ to burst their bonds they sought ; 
But at a word froin him who guides. 
These winged courses of the tides, 
A word scarce heard, than whisper less, 
They stand as statues, motionless : 
A shadow flits before their eyes, 

A gallant ship does onward sweep. 
To him ! who dwells within the skies, 

Thus sings the Ml^sharch of the deep. 
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THE S?A.]5INa»S INVQq^^SWN. 



■iM«*«N*i-i n; 






"Brother t vkole ca^is thcl^wider-cioud, iji.. ; \. . .. 
. Whose isi^eds a^ thci ympom ^a»e, »\ .. • .^^ H »: 
WhH^8wimy%,^tfoudi%m^^ f^^^M^-'^ 
Oa their rimdoiry if|^ ij^^m»ie ;;i> . . 1 ^-Mm *fi^:^ 
T^ whom ^ t^t»|ble ??riii§| dp haw; , ;:f ^^.r *ii-x .. r t 
^mthyttoomo^flif Ii3^?ti«^^ ' 

Wat to-the'i5^^il^,^^M^^ fy--./^ ; '^:t£ |r^'',:r /;' 
t^oudiy «r<Hi|[# fa^^ ;,; o-i- : dH" ' 

Fr^ the«fta^&99^l3|«[#^ %iii t|^ soqi%jm4lfie Jl^ih, . 
From it« cavem^v^liliid ea^h hoUt<^Kms inrj^^ .^^' f ? r^' 
And o^r,tJi6^defif5i)^4l^ft!W,8l^f^ ^ „• 

.>\' Aiid like the^^Plid^l)^.;^)^ .deea-i^)!^;^- 4-*^. i?'^ ■ . 
>^\^'_. Her;iiois#le9»-iNl^^ i^*^|he^'|»^^ - 

>: Wdck iM^iy l^^f » ^ t^ Mo«|tt^».fi»^ 1^^^ ; ■ . 
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'^ TlM^ 0<4 aillie Tempesi t grant thin^ aid, 
.To 0iiia for j^ Brother, ilMi lorely maid/ 
For worthy ia ah0, the Qa/6en t«> be, 

Of niy |iur-atii«Miii^ 

Ital.tliiyTlawlaaaflii^itsteit sweep o'er-^ 

' The tt^agHk^ deep, fin^ ahoofe, to ahore, 
tJnleoae the StomrFieiidt chaifia, . 

That the bark be wheUn'd, 'neath the surging tide, 
And I claap to my l^dart* from her oerer to part, 
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•♦ And well hare I mark'd thai Maid with eyes— iA^, 
Luatrous as stars, in the michu^^t skies, r 
And hair of a golden sheen, ' * 
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A daughter is she of that fitvfmr'd Isle, -^iMpfp 






That hxpjfj land, where does freedom snnle, <^^ "^'^ 

And worUiy to be thy Qneen 1 
From blemish, ot spot, is her mind as free; 

As the stainless snows which jrest,^ 

On towering Mont Blane's mighty crest, ' 
In unsullied purity." 



^r* 



'"r^. 



' <• 'Ml 






■:N 



" Fain would I save, that crew.ae brare, , 
But if Hit thy wUl, that a watery gij^ve-— , 
Should their forms receivet thQU hast my word* t : 
That when from the depths, thy voice wai^ heard. 

At thy command, my viewless band— 
Of elements, should to strife be stirr'd : 
Thou'lt not relent ? then their doom is cast ; 
Come forth from yout cave, eaich winged blast, 
Gather around ye clouds JMrofoti^d, 
Roll ye thunders ! loudly roll, * 

Ve lightnings ! flash from pole, to pole, 
Descend ye rain ! ye hail ! ye sleet I ' .' \ 

In a ctHUmin^ng torrent meet.". 
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"Brother! His done, farewell! farewell!; 

Let thy Ocean-Maidens wake l^e shellv . . 
And sweep the strix^, as they sweetly sing, - 
A solemn dirge for the depaa^d. 
And a requiem wild for the brolcen-bearted; 
For those, whose sight they will greet no more, 
Who await tjieir retu?^ on theiac native shore;" 
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The rover, 



A FRAGMENT, 



ALONE on the Poop stood a noble form ! 
And proudly he smiled, as the howling storm 
Pour'd its fury around, in terrible might, 
And the lightning's gleam shed a lurid light, 
At intervals playing, with dazzling flash, 
While the thunder roll*d with an awful crash : 
The ocean was lash'd to a sheet of froth. 
Where the Storm-spirit swept in his furious wrath ; 
And the rushing-surge, as up-rose each wave. 
Appeared with Us foam the black-clouds to laye. 
Which answering, sent forth a sleety fall. 
And hung o'er the scene like a funeral palL 



His dark" hair, heavy with briny spray, 

Flow'd his shoulders o'er, and the glittering play 

Of his eagle-eye, as he glanc'd around. 

Now reveal' d, now hid in the gloom profound, 

Flash' d, as though with the fire of insanity rife. 

And his voice arose 'mid the element's strife : 

The lawless crew, from the deck below, 

In the chorus join'd, now sinking low, 

^ow rising loud, as the blast swept o'er, 

And far on its pinions the wild strains bore : 

These were the words of ihe Rover's song, 

As his gallant ship dash'd, the rough-billows among. 
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Merrily onward botuids our Bark ! 
Through the foaming ocean's billows dark, 

With the speed of the Sea-Mew driven ; 
And her cordage strains, as the creaking mast, 
Bends to the furious northern-blast, 

While to shreds is the canvass riven.*' 

*' Now on a mountainous wave we rise, 
'Till our tall-spars seem to threat the skies, 

Now in a deep abyss we sink. 
Where not a ray, the gloom does light, 
But all is dark, as blackest night. 

Or Pandemonium's brink !*' 
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** Bold Rovers are we, of the mighty deep ! 
The storm may howl, and the winds may sneop, 

And the thimders roll around ; 
We heed them not, and our fearless laugh, 
As the spicy bowl we gaily quaff. 

Rises shrill o'er the tempest's soxmd." 

" With hearts inured to scenes of blood, 
We long have roved the briny flood. 

And all pursuit defied ; 
Buoyant and light, our gallant Bark ! 
Swifb as the all-devouring Shark, 

Bounds on o'er the rushing tide." 

He ceased, as a flash through the misty haze, 
Broke faint as a taper's flickering blaze. 
And the scarce-heard soimd, of a signal- gun, 
Telling of havoc, and shipwreck done 
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By the raging ttorm, on the waters drear, 
Was heavily borne to his practiced ear : . 
He doubtfully listen' d, so faint the sound. 
By the crash of the warring elements drown'd, 
And a searching glance through the gloom he cast, 
When the well-known *' sail ho !" was heard from the mast, 
Dispelling his doubts, *'what direction?" he cried, 
" Here away to the south'ard," the watch replied, 
•* She is right in our course, and a wreck appears,'* 
His answer was haird with exulting cheers, 
By the crew, on hopes of spoil intent. 
And anxious all eyes to the spot were bent. 

The lightning's flash had ceased to play. 
The winds had sunk to their caverns away. 
And bon^e on their wings, each murky cloud, 
Which the moon's clear ray did darkly shroud, 
And now could be seen by her waning light, 
As it play'd o'er the waste, with a radiance bright, 
Dismasted, and shatter' d, a driving wreck, 
At she helplessly roll'd on her watery track ; 
Loud, and more loud, the reports now grew, 
And gleaming alo£^ the signals blue, 
Shoot up from the deep, like meteors dire. 
O'er the mariner's grave, which flash and expire 
While amid the momentary lull 
Of the storm, as rose on the waves her hull, 
Might be heard the shrieks of dire despair, 
Sounding fearfrdly shrill, on the now calm air: 
The foam-crested billows still rose and fell, 

As when riven by sorrow, the human breast 
Does heave and throb ; but the wild winds yell. 

And the roll of the thunder, had sunk to rest. 
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32 THE ROTEB. 

He gave the word, ** lay all abaek ! 
And prepare .to board as we near the wreck ;" 
"Ay! ay !" was the seamen's prompt reply, 
And eagerly up the shrouds they fly, 
With nimble speed to the giddy height, 
When burst forth a flash as noon-day bright, 
And the storm (like a giant refresh*d by sleep) 
O'er the foaming surges again did sweep ; 
With ten-fold vigour the northern-blast. 
Came howling forth from its caverns vast. 
While down in a torrent, the thick rain dash'd, 
And from pole to pole, the thunder crash'd, 
The close-reefd sail, from the mast was torn. 
And far on the wings of the fierce-gale borne ; 
The moon's pale beam no more is seen, 
For the masses of vapour which intervene. 

His quick eye had noted the coming clouds. 

As the men were ascending the slippery shrouds, 

But scarce had he time the warning to give, 

«* Down ! quickly down ! every one that would live" 

When with sounds, like the laughter of Demons hoarse^ 

It onward swept, with terrific force : 

Each top-spar bent like a willow-slip, .. 

When its fury fell on the gallant ship. 

And she staggering, reel'd like a drunken man, 

While the whelming tide from her scuppers ran ; 

But soon buoyantly rising, her way she held, 

And the dashing waves with her prow repell'd ; 

Vain now were all efforts her speed to stay, 

As madly she sped through the flying spray, 

The useless helm, her course no longer turns, 

And each attempt to check, or guide she spurr 
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As madly flying acrosi the plain, 

With flashing eye, and streaming mane. 

The steed, with love of freedom fired, 

Of tyrant man's proud sway grown tired, 

Heeds not the beetling crag before, 

Which hangs above the ocean's roar. 

But madly rushes to his fate, 

Nor danger sees until too late ; 

So furious does the vessel drive, 

In vain the crew with ardour strive, 

To change, or check, her headlong course, 

Urged by the storm's resistless force. 

Direct on the stranger ship they're sent. 

As though upon destruction bent : 

Enveloped in mist like a spirit of night, 

Driven on through the gloom, with the speed of light. 

While her labouring hull, with the angry press 

Of the waves, utters groans, as of deep distress. 

And now from the deck, wild sounds arise 
Of tumult, and horrible blasphemies, 
Are shouted forth by those desperate men. 
Who see their last hour approaching, when 
The deeds of blood before them stand. 
And at them points the avenging hand ; 
They who so late their God defied, 
And scoflTd at his power, with daring pride. 
Now grovelling kneel, and vainly pray, 
That He ! will the raging tempest stay ; 
Some steep their souls in maddening drink, 
'Till senseless on the deck they sink, 
And raise the horror-filling cry 
Of frantic imbecility. 
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54 THE ROVER, 

No sign of fear was on the Rover's brow, 

He had a spirit much too proud to bow, 

A soul where once the virtues dwelt, which yeam'd 

With love to all mankind, now sadly turned 

To hatred, most unquenchable, and dire, 

Which raged within him like consuming fire ; 

Much had he trusted, much had been deceived, 

By villainy of all his joys bereaved. 

Branded with infamy, thrust forth to roam, 

An outcast from his loved, his native home ! 

That home ! endeared by many a holy tie. 

His very name ! which once stood proudly high. 

His countryman among* now made a mark 

For scorn to point at, crimes most foul, and dark. 

Were charged to him, how falsely they well knew, 

Who thus conspired, against a man most true. 

Most faithful, just, a man whose noble mind. 

Ne'er conceived aught, but what was right, and kind 

T'wards his fellows, 'till base ingratitude. 

Changed all his nature, then in tiger mood, 

With all the fiercer passions roused, he sworo- 

A deep retaliation for the wrongs he bore, 

He kept his oath, since then his life had past, 

'Mid scenes of blood-shed on the ocean vast. 

With mien which seem'd the power of death to mock. 

He stood awaiting the decisive shock, 

A smile of scorn upon his features play'd, 

As shrlek'd the crew, by terror all dismay'd ; 

" Cowards" he murmur'd, and his proud lip 6url'd, 

While angry waves their foam around him htttl'd, 

<' Poor dastard spirits ! meanly th^ td crave, 

A respite from the trouble-ending iprave, 
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Better, far better, thus amid the press 
Of elements, to perish masterless^ 
Here to resign, unheard, unseen, your breath. 
Than on the land to die a felon's death, 
By shouting, execrating thousands view'd, 
Abhor' d, as deep in blood, and crimes imbrued ; 
What hope have ye for mercy, who have braved. 
With no incitement, but a mind depraved, 
The wrath of Him ! whose help ye now implore ? 
Think ye that He ! will stay the tempest's roar. 
And calm, because ye ask, the whelming tide, 
Will bid it peacefully, and smoothly glide. 
That ye may still pursue your lawless course, 
Of rapine, blood-shed, and destructive force ? 
Oh, no ! then bravely meet your approaching end, 
And not thus cowardly, in suppliance bend." 

** For me ! I care not, come death when he may, 

I knew 'twould end in this, that I must pay 

The price of my misdeeds, revenge I ask'd, 

And to obtain it, every nerve I task'd I 

There was a time, when like a fool ! 1 thought, 

That man's heart, was with truth, and kindnesi fraught. 

That vows of love, and friendship, were sincere ; 

Then, down my check would steal soft pity's tear 

At other's woes, soon was I undeceived, 

Those I assisted, for whose griefs I grieved. 

For whom unlock'd was all my secret store. 

Who shared my riches, and who ever bore 

'A part in every scheme of future joy, 

Whose love for me, I deem'd without alloy ; 

Who at my table sat, and ever found 

^ welcome 'Heath my roof the eeasona round, 
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56 THE ROVBR. 

Who with the serpent's fiend-like ! devilish ! guile. 
Returned my unsuspecting, friendly smile, 
And Yow'd, as to my health the cup they drain'd, 
That my prosperity, while life remain* d, 
Would ever be their first, most earnest prayer ! 
(That hearts so black, should outward seem so fair,) 
WTio fawned upon me, even while they plan'd 
The plot, which drove me from my native land.'* 

*'They swore that I was leagued with foreign foes. 
To break once more, the peaceful, blest repose, 
In which my country rested from her toils, 
Harrass'd, and torn so long, by civil broils ; 
That I! whose ancestors have ever stood 
Foremost of her defenders, when the flood 
Of devastating war was pour*d around. 
And by the helm of stat«, e*er kept their ground. 
When buffetted and worn, by tempest's tost. 
But for their aid, the vessel had been lost ; 
And when gaunt-famine stalk'd throughout the land» 
Gave forth their treasures, with no sparing hand. 
To aid her exhausted coffers, and to hold 
Within the bounds of due restraint, the bold. 
And famish* d peasantry, who sorely tried» 
Had not their exigencies been supplied, 
Would (goaded on by hunger's gnawing pain,) 
Have snapped the bonds of civil power in twain : 
Then had proud palaces, and cities blazed. 
Which now rear high their heads, and fled amazed 
All social order, vain's the attempt to trace, 
The end of so destructive^ dire a race, 
For easier 'tis to stay the torrent's course. 
And bid it peaceful glide, than lawless force." 
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" And yet were all these benefits conferr'd, 

Forgotten hy the Senate, and a word ; 

With nought but blackest perjury, for proof, 

Was deem'd sufficient ; Mercy ! held aloof, 

And Justice ! when the sentence was unroll' d. 

Did veil her face, unwilling to behold 

Such flagrant violation of her laws ; 

I ask'd but leave to plead my injured cause, 

But no ! e'en that was unto me denied, 

For among those of senatorial pride. 

Were my accusers, men who shared the spoils. 

When thus I fell a victim in their toils, 

Who fattened on the plunder, and who dared 

To call on God to witness, they but shared 

A traitor^s ! wealth, most justly forfeited. 

For crimes, which well they knew, I never did, 

Conceive against my country, that my breast, 

Ne*er harboured thought, but what for her was best." 

*' They drove me forth a houseless fugitive. 
Exiled from all for which I cared to live. 
And deem'd (no doubt) that they should ne'er again 
Behold this face, that I should e'en restrain 
My vengeful arm, and that with spirit meek, 
A peaceful grave on foreign shores I'd seek : 
Li^le they knew me, who could thus surmise, 
yfQ met again, but in far different guise. 
Him ! they had driven forth, and only known 
By attributes of mildness, who had grown 
From boyhood up, at peace with all mankind. 
Who ne'er in scenes of strife, could pleasure find, 
But pass'd his life in gaiety and ease. 
Thus branded by their foul, unjust decrees. 



'* When I again did greet their wondering-eyes, 
It was with sterner aspect, then wild cries, 
And yells of retribution I fierce were heard, 
And ** slay and spare not** was the dreadful word; 
They know me then ! as waving high the brand, 
I burst upon them with my Pirate-band ; 
When micth, and revelry, was at iU height. 
When music, and the wine-cup, sparkling bright, 
And lovely woman's soul-bewitching smile. 
Conspired the passing moments to beguile 
Of every care, the wings of time to gild ; 
When every breast with gaiety was fill'd. 
They hurried were from life, to darksome-death, 
As though swept ofif by the Sirocco's breath!" 



M 



fi 



7 >«i 



5$ 



THB ROVE v. 



Returned a Tiger ! roaring for his prey. 

While havoc, and destruction, marked his way; 

A change came o'er my spirit, and I felt, 

As though undying-fire within me dwelt, 

Which in my breast a fierce revulsion wrought, 

Consuming every soft, and gentle thought ; 

One wild desire, there raged without controul. 

And with its influence inflamed my soul ; 

It came upon me like a withering-blight, 

No peace I knew by day, — no rest by night, 

The wish for retribution, and redress. 

Did all my mind's best energies possess, 

All other thoughts, in that desire were merged, 

Hopes ! fears ! I knew them not, but onward urged, 

To gratify that passion, would have dived 

To fiery gulphs below, oh ! how I strived, 

Each power I task'd, and every nerve did strain. 

To bo revenged, nor were my efforts vain." 



"*i 



» rV 

I 

* -I 



■Si 



>M 



m 



' A 






TdE KOVEE. S9 

*' High blazed tlie pile ! the burning rafters fell, 
Our wild shouts echo'd forth their funeral-knell ; 
Vain to escape they strove, and back were thrust. 
To perish mid the flames, which round them burst ; 
In vain to me for mercy ! did they crave, 
I spumed them from me, and my reeking glave 
Drank eagerly their blood, with what delight, 
What stem, what savage joy, I viewed that night 
The awful scene, and shouted in their ears, 
My name 1 thus adding to their guilty fears." 

" They feasted in my own Ancestral- Halls ! 
And foimd a bloody grave beneath the walls. 
Little they deem'd the festive scene to mar; 
That I ! — (whom 'twas supposed, in lands afar 
Dragged out in penurjr, and want my life) 
Would meet them there, my soul with fury rife, 
Would break upon them thus, to bum and slay, 
My wrongs ! with usury, to back yepay : 
They met a welcome they expected not, 
Well chosen for my piurpose was the spot. 
And nought but blackened ruins now do tell, 
Where in one grave, those proud oppressors fell. 
And long a monument may they remain, 
Of retributive justice on the plain. 
Where those may read (who for the lust of powes. 
Or love of wealth, could in one fleeting hour, 
Deprive a fellow-creature of each boon, 
Which render*d life of value, who so soon 
Could tum upon a trusting heart, and rend, 
One who had proved himself, their faithfal friend !) 
That when they least expect it, vengeance I deep 
Will overwhelm th^m, in its fatal sweep/' 
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'* Still did I feel my vengeance incomplete, 

For at that board, there was one vacant seat, 

Alonzo Monti ! came not to the feast 

And well for him ! he came not, he ! the least 

Of any of the party, I had thought. 

My ruin and destruction, could have sought, 

For he it was, who far above the rest, 

My trusting love, and confidence possessed ; 

My house, my all, were e-er at his conmiand. 

Each thought as it arose, by him was scann'd. 

No secret had I, which he did not share, 

I sympathized with him in every care ; 

Favours I heap'd upon his worthless head, 

Nor could I credit, 'till the shaft was sped, 

And all his villainy revealed, that he ! 

Was foremost in the foul conspiracy ; 

He dared not trust himself beneath that roof. 

Where every object would have spoke reproof. 

Have called to mind, his vows, and broken oaths, 

The specious traitor ! how my spirit loathes 

His very name, since then by night, and day, 

Fve tracked him, as the blood-hound tracks his prey, 

But hitherto he has escaped my speed, 

And flies ! well knowing 'tis at utmost n^ed !" 

" And must he then escape ? and must I die, 
Before my work is done ? a fool am I, 
To stand thus idly pouring forth my tale, 
Of wrongs, and retribution on the gale ; 
A chance of safety, there may yet exist, 
The Btranf^er-ship is hidden in the mist, 
And yet methinki, far oif she cannot bt , 
Surely 'tis poiiible," thus saying he 
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Upon tli« deck below, like lightning sprang, 
'Mid his despairing crew, then loudly rang 
His deep and manly yoice, as forth he gave 
Words of encouragement, while every wave. 
Which o'er them broke, sent flying far on high. 
Volumes of briny-spray, which to the eye, 
Sparkling, and glancing, in the electric beam, 

As it condensed returned imto the main. 
Like thickly-gushing mountain-streams did seem, 

Whose waters seek the level, verdant plain. 

With every energy called into play, 

To such as o'er their reason still held sway 

Of the fierce band, he now himself addiest, 

In cheering tones, and as he spake, each breast, 

Was lightened of its load of doubt, and gloom. 

For he was one ! of daring deeds, on whom 

They confidence rieposed, and deem*d endow'd, 

With more than mortal powers, who ne'er had bow'd 

Or quailed amid the elemental strife. 

But seem'd so reckless ever of his life ; 

> 

Who with a cheek unblenched, and brow serent. 
And eye which flash'd defiance, they had seen 
Full often stand, by death ! encompassed round, 
In its most dreadful shapes, when did resound. 
The deaf 'ning roar of cannon, timber *8 crash. 
The play of musketry, the weapon's clash ; 
Whom all immoved, and calm they had beheld, 
*Mid storms which had their boldest spirits quellM. 
Great is the power that man ! will e'er possess, 

O'er minds, however boisterous, and rude, 
Who in the hour of danger, and distress. 

Does acl with vigour, and with promptitude. 
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A tnoment pausing the dark scene to scani 

His understanding glance, with quickness ran 

From stem to stem, and then was upward sent, 

Towards tbe topmast spars, which creak'd and bent, 

Ai in its fury swept the tierce blast o*er, 

Though not an inch of canvass then they bore ; 

** Bring me an axe,*' was now the prompt command, 

'Twas done, and with the weapon in his hand, ^ 

He sprang into the mizen-chains, ** stand by 

To cut !" he shouted forth, "when cut ! I cry** 

Then to the steersman, ** does the ship obey 

Her helm ?'* " no not an inch," " then cut away ! 

Work with a will, men ! work with hatchets ! knives ! 

Sever the tackle, quickly ! for your lives !'* 

Soon his up-lifted axe, was burned deep 

In the stout mast, once more on high did sweep, 

Once more it fell, when did a crash succeed, 

Snapping of cordage, and with headlong speed, 

Down came the ruin, o'er the vessel's side, 

And soon was lost amid the raging tide. 

*' How is it now ?" " no better," "to the main ! 

Follow my men," he cried, and once again 

Was the keen axe employ'd, the main-mast fell. 

No longer did the lighten' d ship rebel 

Against the gtiiding power, her head swung round. 

But 'twas too late, for now there came a sound, 

A dreadful warning cry, from out the gloom, 

" For God's sake, helm a lee ! give room I give room I" 

And the next instant, as though on a rock 

The vessel dash'd, was felt a fearful shock ; 

Trembling through all her frame, she back recoil' d 

Whilt the dork billowi, round her foam'd and boiTd; 
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Again upon the opposing power did rush, 
While through her riven-planks the waters gush ; 
She fills ! and with a loud report like thunder, 
Her decks explode, she glides the ocean under ; 
The stranger shares her fate, and nought is left, 
(Save fragments by the dire concussion reft,) 

Of those achievements of man's skill and power. 
Which had " the battle and the breeze" defied. 

The work of years, destroyed in one short hour, 
A humbling spectacle for human pride. 

Of near six hundred souls, but two were saved, 

One was the Rover! he who late had braved, 

The tempest's utmost wrath, and scofiTd at death ; 

Who willingly the lease of mortal breath, 

Which bound him here, had long ago resigned. 

But for one passion dark, which o*er his mind 

Reigned paramount, — Revenge ! —that gratified, 

He would himself the mortal-coil divide : 

The mark of Cain ! was stamped upon his brow, 

He was a murderer ! but disdainM to bow 

His knee, to pray forgiveness for the sin, 

Pride ! damning Pride ! did steel his breast within ; 

Then Unbelief, and Scepticism came, 

And with influence fann'd the raging flame. 

Denying the existence of a state 

Of future happiness or misery ; 
" He'd but obey 'd the dictates of his fate ! 

From whose decrees it were in vain to fly, 
His wrongs, desire for vengeance did create. 

Which 'twas ordain'd that he should gratify.* 
These were his words, still did he cling to lif 
Instinctively, amid the watery strife. 
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C4 THE ROVER. 

Upon a portion of tlie quarter-deck, 

Which separated from the sinking wreck 

Sore bruised, and senseless, long the Rover lay, 

As though with him, all life had pass*d away : 

And when he from his death-like trance awoke, 

The grey dawn in the misty east had broke. 

And then it was he first became aware. 

Another human form his raft did share ; 

His eyes were closed as though enwrapp'd in sleep. 

While struggling sighs, and respirations deep. 

Broke forth at intervals, and it did seem. 

That o'er his mental vision pass'd a dream 

Of horrid import, shudder'd all his frame. 

As he unconsciously pronounced a name I 

The Rover started, gazed upon his face. 

And glowed his pallid cheek, as he did trace— 

Each well-known lineament, " 'tis he,-^'tis he !— 

My long-pursued — my hated enemy ! 

Now vengeance ! thou art mine, what ho ! look up 

Alonzo ! 'tis thy friend ! the sparkling cup . 

With wine is fiU'd, the festive board is spread" 

Feeble and faint, the stranger raised his head, 

Terror was in his glance, then with a start 

H e backward fell, as deep into his heart 

His foeman^s dagger pierced the tide of gore 

Gush'd reeking forth, their prostrate bodies o>r ; 

*Twa8 a last efibrt, by his victim's side. 

Uttering a savage shout, the Rover sank ! and died ! 
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*' LOVED of my soul ! o'er the snow-clad keifht 

Of the Sierra Nevada, the Queen of night. 

Is riding in cloudless majesty, 

In the azure vault of the star-gemm*d sky. 

Beauteous, and bright, as a Poet's dream I 

She casts around her soft silvery beam. 

On dome and minaret does glance, 

And their gorgeous hues, with her light enhance.** 

** List ! loved of my soul ! to the Bulburs song. 
As it floats in the gale, the boughs among 
Of the Cyprus groves, and the myrtle bowers, 
Beneath the Alhambra*s princely towers ; 
And the murmuring play, of the founts which flash 
The moonbeams back, and the distant clash 
Of the cymbalS) rising wild and shrill, 
From the Darro's vale, on the air so still.'* 

** Hark I loved of my soul ! farewell ! farewell ! 
That tambour's hollow sound does tell, 
That Afric*s Warriors are array*d. 
The Prophet*8 standard ! is display*d. 
And forth from Granada*s portals vast, 
Our Arabs, like the whirlwind's blast, — 
Rush on the Camp of the Christian foe. 
Farewell ! to join in th» ctmbat I 50,*' 

F 
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' Twas thus the Moorish Prince, Ben Hammed ! sung 

Within the gardens of the Generalife, 

To her ! the sole Sultana of his soul, 

Light of his eyes ! and idol of his heart, 

Zelinda I f all Andalusia's maids. 

The fairettf and the brightest. 

Oh she was beautiful,«- 
As are the Houries, which the Moslem's creed. 
Tells him await with open arms, within 
Their flowery Paradise, to welcome those 
Who die belieTers true in Mahomet ! 
Straight was her form, as is the towering Palm, 
Yet slender as the graceful Tamerisk, 
Dark were heir eyes, and piercing as the Roe's, 
And flashes broke from thence,— when ought occurred 
To rouse the spirit of the warlike race 
From which she traced de8cent.-<^K>f passing radiance. 
E'en as the beam the orb of day emits, 
Which none can look upon UQdaxzled ; 
But in her softer moments, eloquent 
Wort they with love, and Woman*i tenderness. 
Causing the soul of him, they turned upon. 
To melt and thrill, with rapture too intense 
For utterance ; j>eri\ime "^as in her breath, 
Sweet as when evening xephyrs stray amid 
The golden leaves of Yeman's Lilies ! 
And then her voice I no simile can give 
An adequate expression} can convoy 
Unto the mind, aught which would near approach, 
That voice I so richly M\, yet sweetly soft, 
That to the listening ear its tones did seem, 
A mingling of nil etii-thly harmonies, 
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Divested of each harsh or jarring nott ; 

The melody of the EoUan Lyre, 

When waked its strings are by the night breeze, 

The modulations of the breathed-on Lute, 

The murmuring of Streams, the dulcet song. 

The Bulbul potirs, unto his blushing bride. 

The far-famed Rose of Tunis ! 

Oh ! twas delicious, and the Warrior sat. 

And listened to its thrilling plaintive tones,— 

As in his arms th6 lovely maid reclined, 

While pearly tears, hung pendant from the long 

And fringe-like lashes, glittering as the gems 

Which did bedeck his snow-white turban^ 

And studded o^er the massive goldeii hilt, 

Of his Damascus scimiter,— until 

His soul o'erflowed with bliss unspeakable. 

He sat as in a dream, while all around. 

To his rapt senses seemed a blest Elysium ! 

Again the tambour sounded on his ear 

Dispelling the illusion,— starting up,-*- 

'*^Zelinda ! my betrothed ! I must away. 

Nay love ! unloose those arms, thou wouldst not have 

One for thy bosom's lord, who*d proved himself 

A traitor to his vow, have I not sworn. 

To see our troops victorious, or foregd 

All hopes of honour, and of happiness ? 

Even to give up thee ! thou priceless pearl ! 

With that alternative before my eyes. 

Can I be other than a conquerer ? 

Allah ! will grant me strength, farewell ! farewell !" 

He said, then broke from her embrace away, 

And 'mid the windings of the path was lost.' 

r2 
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She followed him with outstretched armi , to whert 

A steep declivity led downward to 

The City Gate, she saw him leap upon 

His Arab Barb, which an attendant held, 

Then ware on high his unsheathed scimiter, 

And then he shouted forth " I go to reap 

The gory harvest of the battle field.'* 

He bore the Sacred Flag of green and gold, 

On which the Cresent, worked in brilliants, gleam*d 

Bright in the moon-beams, shedding a rich flood 

Of glory, o*er him and around him : 

Ten thousand voices rising on the air. 

Joined in the battle cry of " Allah hu !" 

Abov^ the din, was heard the piercing strain 

Of silver trump, and cymbal's martial clash. 

While the deep gong, and tambour's hollow soimd. 

Like thunder muttering amid a storm. 

In the wild gathering outcry bore their parts : 

The pride of Moslem chivalry was there, 

But he ! above them all conspicuous shone. 

For nobleness of mien ; she strains her sight. 

But now his waving pliune no more is seen, 

He has emerged upon the plains beyond 

The sheltering City walls, and soon will join. 

In combat with the steel-clad Knights of Arragon, 

And powers of proud Castile, their hated foes : 

Then blood will freely flow like mountain streams. 

Turning the Xenil's, and the Darro's waves. 

To hue incarnadine, and Death will ride 

Exultant o'er the dreadful scene of strife : 

Now sick at heart, she sinks upon her knees, 

And to the throne of Allah lifts her voice. 
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*'0h! A.llah! Allah! greatest of the great. 
And mightiest of the mighty, unto whom 

Man is as dust, Whose hand's the hand of fate, 
Which sweeps whole nations to the silent tomb. 



** To thee a maiden sorrow-stricken bends, 
And prays for one ! to her than life more dear ; 

As to thy footstool, her weak voice ascends, 
Oh ! turn to the request a listening ear. 



^** Guard well my noble Lover in the fight. 
Be round him even as a sevenfold shield ! 

Endue his arm with superhuman might, 
To drive our haughty foemen from the field, 

'* The standard of thy Prophet-Son he bears, 
The symbol of our faith he rears on high. 

Trusting in thy right arm, each danger dares. 
And in that sacred cause would gladly die. 

'* But spare him, save him, nor at one blow kill 
Two faithful worshippers, for were he dead ; 

Soon would each pulse of this fond heart be still, 
All hope of earthly joy would then be fled. 

" Yet oh ! forgive thy servant if too bold, 
And grant me strength, whatever thy will may be, 

In due restraint all miirmurings to hold, 
And bow submissive t© thy just decree.' 
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* Twas ihuft ilie prayed, then rising from her knee»i 
Her earnest gaze toward the distant plain, 
(Where lie encamped the Christian host,) she bent ; 
Their "white tents glistened in the moon's pale beamsj 
Which played on many a knightly pennon* 
And brightly g)anced,rr<ia ilpwly it unfurled 
Its blasoncd fblds,"— upon the gorgeous flag, 
Where interworen, were displayed thp arms 
Of Ferdinand and Isabel ; no form 
Was seen to move alopg their lines entrenched, 
It seemed they slept, as sleeps the fleecy charge, 
Ere bounds tht$ rayenous wolf into the fold : 
But no ! they had marked the rising clamour, 
And now stood, enshrouded by their tents, 
Prepared for action ; onward swept the Moors, 
In stem and dark array, sending before 
A cloud of light-armed Scythians, like spray 
Flying ahead, when s^eepsithe ocean's billow. 
And as that spray »«— when by a rock opposed,--* 
Is scattered wide, so wheeling they retire. 
Discharging first their darts, when starting up 
Are seen the Spanish ranks ; now do they meet 
Like moQiKtatn bulls, iafiamed by mutual hate. 
Rending the grewid beneath ^hem, shetutaand proaae, 
The pieroinf neifh of steeds, the dash of ams^ 
Arise in mingled diseovd ea the air, 
Shuddering the Maid retires, and seeks within 
The Harem's deep receues, tp exchide 
Those sounds, which oauie her gentle breast to thrill, 
As every ery exuUAHt of the foe*s» 
Seemi to pra^liUmi ih« (kU of him she loves. 
Aud hn^y %W\^fm \ki \Ut dreadful thought. 



\ 
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Through the long night, the contest fiercely raged, 

With various success, but as the da^n 

Was breaking in the east, Ben Hammed'a ttd^ 

Received a shafts which penetrated deep 

His breast within, and ail he downward fell^ 

A battle-axe cleft the steel lining through, 

Of the Moor's jewelled turban, and deprived 

Its wearer of all sense and motion ; wild 

Was now the shout, the Christian host lent up, 

As sank his form upon the gory plain, 

And dropped from out his nerveless grasp that Flag t 

Which had spread terror through their bravest ranks, 

As every stroke from him who bore it^ sent 

A soul to its Account ; 'twas qtiickly cau|(ht 

By a Cadtilian Knight, and carried off 

In triumph; struck With fear, the Moslem troops 

On every side gave Way, and flying bought. 

Safety within the City's sheltering walls. 

A small but faithful band, around their chief 

Had gathered, audi now stood as standi a rock, 

On every side of which the wild-waves roat. 

Exposed to the wtiole adverse host's attack; 

Thick as a hail storm, were the winged crafts. 

Showered on this dauntless few, who shouting; fell, 

Forming a rampart of dead bodies, round 

Their loved Commander ; strickeii now with fidmme. 

And fired with emulation, oUCe more rushed 

The fugitives dfidd, 4nd beating back. 

With their impetuous charge, the startled fee, 

Opened a path for those who still survived. 

Who raising on their Blodd-siained dinted Shields 

Their senseless Chieftain, bore him to the City. 
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There was a soiuid of lamantatiou, heard 

That mom within the streets of Granada ! 

Widows their husbands, orphans sought their sires 

In vain 'mid thos?, who spent with toil and pain. 

Come staggering in, some dropping 'ere they reached 

The threshold of their home. Oh how unlike 

The gorgeous glittering array > which when 

The Que^n of night was riding high in Heav'nj 

Did issue forth in warlike panoply, 

Of victory confident : and where is he ! 

Who led them on ? that proud heroic chief ! 

Who went forth joyous to the battle field 

As 'twere a festive scen^ ; weak as a child, 

With scarce enough of blood within his veins, 

To binci uiito its mortal tenement. 

That hitherto unbendimg spirit ; now 

Does a shuddering chill, pervade his frame. 

Reviving consciousness begins to steal 

O'er his benighted faculties; his lips 

Arc quivering like th^ aspin's restless leaves, 

And a faint tinge, — such as the beam of morp 

First casts upon the Sierra's snow-capped height, 

To herald his approach,-^sufiu8es now 

His pallid cheeks ; sleep ! youthful warrior sleep ! 

Better, far better, die as thou hast lived. 

Exulting in the glory of thy name, 

Than wake to die an ignominious death. 

For such the law of Granada decrees 

To those, who yield unto the Christian foe. 

The ponsecrated Standard of the Prophet, 

And nought of mercy will thy Sultan show, 

IH^ho hates thee, with a riyal's deadly hale,, 
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kiow bore Ztelinda the heart-rending news, 

The wreck of all her bosom's dearest hopes ? 

Did she give way to grief, and fill the air 

With shrieks and lamentations ? no ! she sat 

As one to whom this world's a dreary blank, 

A wild bewildering chaos, void of aught 

On which the imagination can repose, 

And deem itself at rest ; to her life seem*d 

Without an object, aim, or end ; beneath 

The stunning blow, her reason totter*d, and 

All of the past, the present, and to come, ^ .. 

In dire confusion mingled were together. ..: . 

Footsteps approach, and now before her stands, 

Abu Abdallah ! he, who long had sought 

To win her for his bride, the Moorish King, - 

Usurper of his aged Father's throne : 

Prayers and intreaties, had he used in vain, 

Her heart was bound in adamantine bonds, '7 

To one far nobler, richer in possessing, ^/, 

A mind the chosen seat of every virtue ; ^.7 

To be Sultana ! nought she cared for that, 

If her Ben' Hanied ! shared not in the honour, 

Threats were resorted to, but in her mind, 

They fell as idle as the summer winds, 

Unnoticed, or if noticed, but with scorn ; 

He dared not work his will, for she was one 

Of noble race, whose warlike sire was held, 

In estimation great among the people. 

** Zelinda foir the last time have I come, 

To gaze upon the light of those bright eyes ! 

And ask thee to accept the hand and heart, 

Of one! who ne'er before did vainly sue 
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At beauty's feet, nay Biaiden ! answer not. 

At least, until my l^s have uttered that. 

Which may thy heart, to acquiescence move ; 

He ! whom thou lovest, is condemned to die, 

A base ignoble death ; if he so dies. 

Thou art his murderer, for thou hast power. 

Through me to mitigate his sentence, 

To that of banishmeat &Qm hence ; my arm. 

And mine aloAe, can snatch him firom beneath 

The lifted axe, and consideration,— 

Save that of pveseing in these longing aims. 

That peerless ioim, and calling thee my own,^- 

Shall tempt me to arrest the course of justice. 

This by our sacted Prophet ! do I swear. 

And by each word that* s grared upon tho Koran l 

The Maid, had risen at the King's approach. 

And her wild iracant gaze, gave place to one. 

Of deeply rooted scom» and proud disdain ; 

And now a smile incredulous played o'er 

Her lovely features :— " Sultan ! thou dost well— 

Thus with an idle tal« to mocknuae ear. 

But thinkeei thou my judgment is ao weak. 

As to give credence to that tale, oh ! no,«« 

This ingrate City, will not so condenm. 

The bravest «id the beet of her defenders ;" 

** Then let thana eyes, afford thee confirmation" 

The King replied, at seising on her aim. 

He led her unreriiting to the lattice : 

•Supported by hw guards, Ben Hammed knelt. 

His head was placed upon the ilstal block. 

The axe wat raised, '^save him ! and I consent I' 

tthe laid, thea fainting sank upon the floor. 
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And She ! became the Moorish Monarch's bride»« 
Gave herself up to one her sonl abhorred^ 
To save the life of Him ! to whom that life, 
Was as a burthen, wanting her sweet presence. 
And He t went forth a spirit broken man^^-^^ 
When from his bed of sickness he arote,*^ 
To dwell amid the mountain*; long he lay 
Worn low by sufferings bodily, fmt more 
By the deep anguish preying on his mind» 
Making a wreck of aH that onee was noble. 
Generous, fraught with aspirartions high. 
And visions bright of glories unachieved. 
And schemes of future happiness. Alas! 
In this dark world of gloom and grief, how tefw 
Of the blest dreams of youth are realized, 
A tempest sweeps, y^ete all before was rife 
With mirthful gladness, and the scene is clumged 
To one of desolation ; downward goes, 
The stately fkbric of our high-raised hope9, 
Involving in its ruin, all the heart's 
Best feelings and affection?; it becomes 
£*en as a withered trunk, with all the sap. 
The milk of human kindness, dried within ; 
Misanthrophy ! erects his gloomy t^one 
Within the bosom, which waff wont to beat 
Responsive to the calls of Sympathy ! 
No more we strive to mitigate the woes. 
Of fellow wanderers in this **^vale of tears," 
Pity's bright drops, no more suffuse the cheek, 
Nor is the arm instinctively put forth. 
To save from sinking, one who like ourselves, 
Is stricken by the arrows of adversity ! 
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He we^U but *ere lie went, he aoii^t and gained^ 
A last sad intenriew, with his moch-loTed, 
His lost Zelinda ! on the rerj spot 
Wh«re they had parted last, the Loxen met ; 
A gulph was now between them, and a change, 
A startling change, had come upon them both. 
As thou(^ long years, of snffenng and sorrow. 
Since then had interrened ; no tongue can tell. 
No pen desciibe, the min^^ed agoiqf. 
And joy intense, of that last inteniew : 
Let it suffice, that they were by a slare 
(Appointed to watch o'er Zelinda's footsteps) 
Together seen, wrapped in a close embrace. 
The tale was to his master q[uickty told. 
Who mad with rage and jealousy, restdred, 
•—Tired of her faded charms,— to rid himself 
Of one, who erer met his looks of lore. 
With those of deep arersion : when at length 
They tore themselTes apart, he ! bent his steps 
To seek a care amid the Sierra's crags. 
Where he mif^t linger out his weary life 
Apart firom man ; and she ! on her return. 
Was seixed and to a dungeon deep conreyed, 
Ther« to await the mockeiy of a trial. 
In which the accuser, was the judge supreme. 
Whose wishes were as law to the DiTan. 
She was condemned to expiate her crime, — 
^Adultery ! was that crime, a chaige most frlse. 
Tor never Angel was more firee firom guilt,— 
By dying at the stake, consumed in flames. 
Such was htr sentence, and the following strain. 
Will ttU the mouruful sei^uel of my Tale ! 
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'Twas morn ! the Moorish tnimpet's wail. 

Was borne upon the passing gale ; 

It echoed through the Alhambra's halls. 

In mournful, undulating falls ; 

0*er Darro's fruitAil Tale it swept, 

And up the rocky Sierra crept, 

Where each recess, its answering strains. 

Sent Tar across the Vega's plains. 

Those strains as on the ear they fell, 

A tale of terror seem'd to tell, 

So deep, so boding, was the sound. 

So desolate, it nmg aronnd. 

The wild Gazell, on Xenil's brink. 

Which of its limpid stream did drink. 

Lifted with sudden start its head. 

And frightened, to the mountains fled ; 

The pious Santim, in his cave, 

Which hangs above the Darro's ware,— 

Where rising from *mid Cyprus bowers, 

Gleams forth the minarets and towers, 

Of princely Granada, — awoke !— 

And as the sound his vision broke. 

He started from his couch of leaves, 

Where the brown moss its garment weaves, 

Clothed his gaunt form, in loose array, 

And down the hill-side bent his way ; 

Pale was his face, his sunken ey^, 

Seemed rolling in insanity ; 

The Andalusian matron caught 
A trembling babe in either arm. 
And from him fled in wild alarm, 

So fierce his glance, with horror fraught. 
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Onward b« west, and qpikkly paat. 

The portals of that City ^raal. 

The Moorish kingdom's, strength and pride. 

Which oft has piored the glittering tide 

Of warriors, clothed in hnmished steel. 

On Arragon ! and proud Castile ! 

Whose troops in leagnering array. 

Upon the plains beyond now lay : 

He paused beneath the Ehrira's Arch ! 

Whkh oft has echoed to the mardi 

Of Afric*s Princes, and has ran^ 

With trumpet's blast, and cymhaTsdang 

When was the sacred Flaganlnrled, 

Defiance on the Christians hnrled. 

And M nley Hassan, led his ranks, 

E*en to the Goadal^iaiTei^s baite : 

When the wild cry of «• Allah hn !*' 

As throng the plains their Arabs flew. 

Struck to the Foemen*s heart dimasy. 

And wide was spread the Mo afam sway. 

All bowed to their resislless power 

Where now the red<ios8 crowns the tewcr. 

The siN«r Cresent proudly wared, 

From Cities by the Tigas lared, 

*)f id smUing vineyards, TerdanI fields. 

Where the rich earth» to cuhure yields 

Abundant crops of golden grain. 

To Alpuxarre^ lofty chain: 

Now quenched> as in a dismal st^t. 
When clouds and darkness interrene. 
That symbca of their Inilh is seen. 

No> nMMre to ^eU it^ gK»]rU^u5 tisht. 
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*Tis not my purpose here to tell, 
How one by one, those strongholds fell, 
Intestine broils had struck the blow. 
Which bade their noblest^lood to flow. 
And every street, and tower was rife, 
With tokens of the civil strife ; 
The throne so often lost and won, 
Was battled for by Sire 'gainst Son, 
And each as on the height he stood. 
Gazed downward on a sea of blood. 
Through which he'd waded to obtain 
A post so fraught, with care and pain. 
Oh ! had they but united been, 
Ne*er had the Christian foe been seen, 
So near the imperial City's gates. 
But madly they, as though the fates 
Had o'er their spirits cast a spell. 
And destiny I had rung the knell. 
Of Moorish grandeur, power, and might,— 
Against each other urged the fight ; 
Rapine, and bloodshed, crimes most black, 
Did mark their fall, and as the track. 
Of the dread Comet through the sky. 
Foretells the end of Kingdoms nigh. 
So did those crimes, so foul and dark, 
The Moslem nation^ downfall mark. 
Of every place of strength bereft. 
Save Granada by factions cleft, 

With bitterness they wait the close 
Of the dark drama, and deplore* 
Possessions lost, and glories o'er. 

Surrounded by exulting fots . 
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To Vhrarambla*! ipacioui iquare ! 

The Hermit hastened, gathered there 

A coiintless multitude were seen. 

With clouded brows, and sullen mien, 

Low murmurs sounded through the host, 

Like waves upon a rock-bound coast. 

And threatening gleamed each swarthy face ; 

Within the midst, enclosed a space 

Appeared, with barriers tall and strong 

To backward keep the turban' d throng ; 

Their voices sank in pious awe, 

When they that mountain-dweller saw. 

He paused, his wild cry filled the air. 

So fraught with horror, and despair. 

That every cheek was blenched with fear. 

And stopped instinctively each ear ; 

Again broke forth that thrilling cry, 

As pointing to a scaffold high. 

Within the midst, which overhung 

A funeral pyre, where sables flung, 

A darksome shade with gloom so rife, 

(Sad emblems of departed life) 

While supernatural terror gleam'd 

O'er his shrunk lineaments, which 8eem*d 

Convulsed with deepest agony, 

His gaze was fixed upon the sky. 

As though he commune held with one ! 

Whom mortals, dare* not look upon. 

Then round was cast his phrenzied glance, 
While ever and anon, his breast 
He beat like one by grief posseit, 

Almost too great for utterance. 
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Then down the wootond^alley haste away, 
To seek a covert meet for their repose, 
I^^ep in the wooda, secure from human foes* 
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Emergug from ihe^groyer now do they stand 
Before a pile Q^Aschitecture, plann'd 
To be the Danny's last sad resting place, 
The Mausoleum ! of that ancient race; 

But never had the consecrated rite 
Been here performed, nor must their bodies rest 
On ground, save that by holy Prehite bless'd; 

So custom has decreed, but is tl^s right ? 
Can prayer by Mortals breathed, e*er sanctify 
One spot above the rest? can the Most High! 
Be pleased with idle ceremonies, forms. 
Worthy that age of bigotry,— -when storms 
Which spreading havoc o*er the land do sweep. 
And rouse the ocean from its tranquil sleep, 
Or breezes bland, and fertilizing showers,— i*V 
Were, by the credulous, in Priestcraft's powers; ' ' 
Believed to come and go, at their command ; 
In which we, more enlightened, truce the hand 
Of One Suprenie ! the Qod-Head 1 great and 
Buler alike of earth, and air, and flood. 
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I would not in reproof or censure, speak. 
Well knowing, that my judgment is but weak. 
Yet sure, such mummery must be in vain, 
Has He ! not bless'd the mountain, and the plain f 
And called it good ! then why should feeble man ^ 
Select from nature's universal plan. 
One little spot, and with prelatic pride. 
Mumble a prayer, declare it sanctified. 
And tell us, only on that little spot, 
Our forms i^hall moiUder, and our bones shall rot. 
Returning from the dust from wheuce we sprung ? 
That only there the solemn dirge be sung. 
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Mi^t i^e beholder, ikll imdMsled, trace, 

#^»ii'd> aiidduastea'd, each bewitching §prace. 

His I eye, was flxed upon the expanse aboTe« 

While her*8 ! was tnisied on him, with Ioo^b <rfte^ii: 
jks thus, in accents with devotion fraught. 

He iaye ezpresfllon to the tide of thoni^t. 
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" Hail ! haill to thee, pale Qaeen of silent ^^**' ^IT 

Serene thou ndest in the TauU above, \/^ ^^ 

Casting aronnd thy dim and shadowy li^t 

Attuning all the soul to peace and love ; 
The Hypochondriac gazing cm thy beam. 

Forgets his woes, and o'er his spirit steals 
Thine influence, like a soft soothing dream 

Which pleasing images of bliss reveals ; 
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Full oft, amid the gloomy hours of oight, 

A lovely riaion rises to my view, 
A female fiuse, on which the dear moon-lij^ 

Plays, and imparts a pale unearthly hue ; 
' And from the upturned hazel eyes, do beam« 

Looks of such heavenly purity, so mild. 
So soft, so Seraph-like, that she does seem 

A wanderer firom the realms on high, a child, C/|^^ 
Not of this earth, but of a brighter sphere. 

Sent on some holy mission, to impart 
Comfort to the afflicted, and to cheer, -C 

With her bright presence, many a broken heart: 
Or like that gentle Anah ! who of old. 
Watched thus, her angel lover to behold. 
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And then I hear a voice float softly round. 

In tones of such entrancing melody. 
Its liquid sweetness makes the heart to bound, 

And every nerve to thrill with extacy; 
And glances, 4ike a sunbeam from above, 

A form symetrical, where every grace 
Said to adorn the fabled Queen o( Love ! 

Enraptured, and delighted, do I trace : 
That form so beautiful, that dulcet voice. 

Those eyes, which innocence and love beam 
Whose speaking glances, make the soul rejoice, 

That face, those waving curls of dark brown hue, 
Pertain to Her ! I on that night did mark. 
In my lone wanderings, through " Cobham Pwrk i" 
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THE HAl'NTKD WELL. 

" I saw a Child ! a beautifnl Child ! 

As she roam'd in glee thro* her native wild. 

And her bright blue eye, shone merrily, 
As the beams of the morning sun, which smiled» 
And gilded the trees, which shook in the breeze. 

And a murmuring made, like the melody 
Of Seraphs bright, from the starry height ; 
A creature, she seem'd, all gladness and light, 

** I paused to trace, each cherub grace, 
Which dwelt in her beaming, and guileless faco. 

When her laugh broke forth right joyously, 
And the echoes awoke of that silent place ; 
It rang around, like the warbling sound 

Of the lark, when he carols his roundelay. 
With a tremulous trill, all the air did fill. 
And caused every sense with delight to thrill. 

" Oh ! long will that Child ! that innocent Child ! 
With the step so light, and the eye so mild, 

A place retain in my memory ; 
Whose laugh my breast of its care beguiled, 
As she stood that morn, 'neath the bending thorn, 

And the ripe berries pluck' d so gleefully ; 
Like a vision of light, she burst on my sight. 
Or a flash from abov6 *mid the darkness of night. *^ 
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But I must onward with my Tale, 
For see ! the shades of evening grey 

Are stealing over hill and dale ; 

And hark ! how mournfully the gale, 
In whispering accents seems to say, 
'^ Hastt ! maidens, haste ! from htnc« away." 
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THE HAUNTB* WILL. 



Twaa spring-tide when the Biuron spread, 
His 'broider'd^ pennon to the breeze ; 

Brown summer came, then autumn red, 
Then sear'd and leafless, stood the trees. 

Winter had ^%m% i«|M| Wl^e. j^ft 
The streams. rdLeaaedirpiQ i(iyycli^fis« 

Flowed thro^^.th^ niiJ5g^49Wft.n^^riiHvaa^ 
And smiling Terdure clothed the plains. 

The warde«irQii|Jiiatiaiv«t highi 
Kept heed^!i«atch,^ f|x»iivi9ar%^'ftill n<#i^ 

Ko messenger rCould:be>ei^3^ 
With tidings of thfi.al:t|ie^trl|Qig)i^r 
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Deserted was the banquet hall^ 
Deserted was the Lady's bowier ; 

No Steed was seen within the stall, 
No blazoned flag streamed' from the tower* 

No sound was heard, 8aTe.wheii'did»6weep 
Through the long corrid'ors,the'g«lef 

Breaking the silence stem and deep> 
With banging door, or rattKng mail; 

Or when, re-echoing round, arose 
The Stag-Hound*s wUdly mournful howl ; 

Or waked by fancied coming foes^ 
The Banr Dog's deep impatient growl; 



Upon his perch the Falcon slept, 

Soil'd were his pUlines and jesses giiy, 
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tie pined t« sweep^ astMiee he«9Pepl» 
And struck to earth the swift-wiof *d preyi 

The Heron rested ia the btake* 

The Fawn was grazing peacefony, 
The Wild-Fowl skimm'dtherf UMsytlidBe; 

In undisturbed security^ 

Thus passed three long, long, yeiri^ftwty; 

And now upon the village green. 
The may-pole, deck'd with rib!iaBdtH|ayf 

And Flora's oiferings, rWtr seen^ 

The Lads and Maids aaseinblediW^retf 

Pour'd out the dwellers of each cot 
In the festivity to share, 

AH griefs were for a space forgot ; 

Save by one Matron* who apart 

Sat mournfully, immersed in tears^ 
Which told the anguish of her heart, 

An anguish unappeased l)y years.' 

In infancy's unconsciousness, 

A smiling girl beside her play'd, 
A sturdy boy stood motionless, 

And anxiously her face surtey'd; 

Her husband to the wars had g«)ne# 

He was the Baron's irust]^ squire/ 
And now the boy, her eldest bom. 

Did thus, her sorrow's -^eauas •nquire. 

it 
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31C THE HAL'STED WILL, 

" Say, dearest Mother ! why you weep, 

Nor join like others in the dance ? 
Why 'neath the o'er-shadowing boughs you keep. 

While brightly round the sun-beams glance ? 

*' I long to bound across ^tkQ,. mead, 
And chase the Swallows as they fly, 

Now skimming low with lightning^s speed, 
Now rising in the azure sky. 

" I long to pluck the dasies fair, 

And golden butter-cups, to twine 
A wreath for sister Mary's hair. 

And one dear Mother ! too for thine, 

" Oh ! I could shout for very glee, 
All nature looks so gay and bright ; 

But mother ! when I turn to thee. 
The tears will rise, and dim my sight. 

*' For thou, indeed, dost seem so sad. 
And sighest, as thine heart would break. 

Do smile, and make thy Henry glad, 
Pray ! pray ! this gloomy shade forsake. 

'' Oh lift me up, that I may kiss ^ 

Those tears from off thy pallid cheek ; 

Weep not on such a day as this, 
Mother ! dear mother ! wont you speak ? 

*' Come let us join the festive throng, 
JIark ! to their laughter* ^ merry peals, 
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And now they sing the May-Queen's songi 
How sweetly on the air it steals." 

THE VILLAGER'S SONG. 



'* Oh come to the gay village-green, 

To thy rustic throne blooming with May, 
The cottage-maids look for their Queen, 

And the children with flowers strew the way ! 
Then come to the gay village-green. 

And our sports with thy presence grace, 
Come ! come ! bright, and beautiful Queen, 

Nay, turn not away thy sweet face. 

" Who, for beauty, with thee can compare? 

Whose eyes shine so brightly as thine ? 
What can equal the flow of thy hair ? 

And the grace of that form so divine P 
Nay, blush not sweet Maiden ! or ween. 

That flattery dwells in my voice. 
Thou art chosen theMay-Flower's Queen I 

And well dost thou merit the choice.'* 



" Look ! Mother look ! who comes this way ? 

How tired, and way-worn does he seem. 
His hat adorned with shells, and grey 

His mantle loosely round does streatn. 

" He sinks into the proffer'd seat, « 
Faint with fatigue he sinks, and now 

The standing drops of toil and heat, 
They wipe from off" his furrow'd brow. ' 
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alt UW JMnJKTW» 1V«L1, 

The stranger m»a A iBahner, who 
Had joumej'd from tiie ^lolgr 'Ltnd 1 

And through the Tale the tidings flew« 
That,— of the Baron, iMid:hi9 l|%q4><»' 

Not one remain'd alive to tell. 
How,— in a narrow mountain pa98,«<- 

Jnto an ambuscade they fell, 
And were cut down like summer-grass. 

The Palmer said th^t he had bee^. 
In earlier years the Baron*siriend; 

And oft he paused the ..tale between, 
While grief his breast did seem to rend, 

*' Mourn ! mouvn !" s^id ]|0, <'Xor yoit Jbuvrie ioily 
The kindest Lord, and ji^t^st |^niri>^^ 

That ever ruled, or weapo«i ^f>tl^% 
With foemen on the i&eld of s^t/' 

** Let sounds of woe be heard thceuf^out, 
The boundaries «€ this wide domain ; 

With sable hang those halUiJibAUl* 
Mourn • mourn ! your benelactpr's ajain.** . 

<* Hie to th« conTen|,.l»e wltli spe^d, 
Tell them the s^Jif^o 4^9^ to 4n|Pg > 

And back,— 4hese characters to read,-* 
A holy Fw, I pray Ihee bnng." 

And then from 'neath Jua vast he ^t»«k 
A^aerMl. with waging «of*r'd cr*ar. 
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Such *8 U traceii <»ti nmtiy a'lTbok 
Of mystery, and mdnkiflh Ibre. 

** My friends !" he sai'd» *' this scroll coDtains, 

The last bequest of him ! who late 
Was Lord, of these Wide ipr^adii^ plaixii, 

Cut off by stem releiitless IKtei" 



'* He was the bravest, and the best, 
Of those who in the camp did dwell ; 

And when he laid his kmce in thai, 
Fear-stricken fled the infidel." 

*' His war-cry sounded loud and cleiir. 
Amid the battle's fierce alarms ; 

No Paladiii, or If ra'iikish I'ei^r, 
Could equal him for deeds dfarins," 

" In quest of knightly enterprise, 
He sallied forth at break of day, 

1^ hile slumber sealM the army's eyes. 
Which 'camp'd befbre Jerusalem lay. 
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'' He roused his followers from their sleep. 
And girding tight his trusty brand. 

On to his noble Steed did leap* 
And bounded o'er ihe waste of sand.'* 

" At night his tents were empty still. 
We look'd for him, but look'd in rain ; 

Unheard his trumpet frdm the hiU, 
Unseen his peniion on the plain." 
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'* Next morn, a scout the tidings brought. 

That iu a mountainous defile, 
Lay in his gore, the Knight we sought, 

Lured thither by the Moslem's guile." 

'* Then many a vuw was sent on high 
Of vengeance, on the Paynim foe I 

Kach leader donu*d his panoply, 
And forth the cavalcade did go." 

'• The way oiur noble Monarch led. 
For well Sir Hildebrund he loved, 

A aiieuce devp as of the dead. 

Told how, with grief, each heart was moved,' 

** \V« rtHieli'd the spot, where met our view 
A ai|^t orhMTor. manned forms, 

l>id Uuck the filial pass bestrew. 
At #NaM leave's after autunm stoms.** 

*"* lake IliMnRels trmahM witlun their skcl!, 
Aivwftd lhe> iwul^lad Wamti^rs lav ; 
Vriiil* 0Nt«9WNKlSK--i£r«i aWv* wkicli iWl,— 
Ck<^«4 >m» tik«> Wkfww f5«way w^t," 

'^ fimM iKMVJb <MHWf «9I rit^VT :»iii^ 

H s«^«aNL Ml ^pt^ tiki^ s^ktt^ «if i2«uitt^; 
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l^eneath a mighty mass of* stone, 
At length, Sir Hildebrand we found." 

^ We bore him out sore sorrowing, 

And where a towering-palm does wave, 
And gushes forth a crystal spring, 

Deep in the sand we dug his grave." 

" The gore-stain'd banner, was his pall, 

And when we there liis form had laid, 
Unto his brave retainers all. 

The rites of sepulture we paid.** 

** Then rose amid the solitude, 

Our voices, in the requiem blent. 
And then, as men by grief subdued, 

Our backward steps we slowly bent." 

*' Reaching the camp, I earnest sought, 

(Within his now deserted tent) 
The parchment scroll, whereon was wrought, 

Your Chieftain's latest testament.^' 

" For oft, he had requested me. 

Should death in Syria lay him low, 
With it, in haste to cross the sea, 

That you his last behest might know." 

" Your Lord and I as brothers were, 

I've known him from his earliest years. 
Each joy, each grief, with him did share. 

But Me ! the learned Priest appears.'* 
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The will was open'd,— read aloud. 
And o'er the Stranger's swarthy face, 

I^e lightning, bursting from a cloud, 
A smile play'd for a moment's S^e. 

For he ! was named the Baron's heir, 
Lord of the vale, and forest green, 

And guardian of that Child so dear. 
The gentle Lady Etmneline * 

Well, time pass' don, the Stranger Lord, 
Assumed the old baronial rites ; 

Again was spread the festive board. 
In revelry consumed the nights. 

But not as it was ^ont to be. 
No Dames, and Cavaliers, were seen. 

But those, who form'd that company. 
Were men of dark and YufiSan znien. 

And when they'd quaiBTd, the spicy draught. 
Until their reasoning powers had fled, 

'Twas thus "who arm'd the deadly shaft ? 
Who roU'd the rocks from 0Tcrhem4 ?'• 

Then oaths broke forth, and hints obscure. 
Were bandied round in drunken glee, 

Which told of hearts and hands impure. 
In bloodshed steep'd, and infamy. 
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Yet not at once, was thrown aside 
The specious covering, for awhile 
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The Stranger sought his crimes to htde< 
Beneath a bland/ and winning smile. 



But when the breast is foul within, 
Not long that foulness is concealed ; 

The Ethiope cannot change his skin, 
And murder's slain will be rereal'd. 

The old domesiies left those halls, 

Where they from childhood up, had trod, 

Heightened and strengthened, were the walls. 
Defied alike was man, and God. 

More bold and numerous became. 
The Bobber's fierce and bloody band j 

'Till wide was spread his dreaded name, 
But retribution was at hand. 

One stormy night, with furious sweep, 
The north-blast howl'd the turrets round, 

And thro' those caverns vast and deep. 
The surges nish'd, with deaTning sound. 

The whispers of remorse to drown, 
The Robbers drained the maddening cup ; 

When sudden, wall and floor sunk down. 
And in the abyss were swallow'd up. 

Not one escaped, at midnight's hour 
Was heard their wild despairing yell ; 

And nought, but yon hme moss-grown tinrer. 
Remains, the dreadful talvtoiell. 
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You ask me of that beauteous Child ! 

Amid these changes, how fared she ? 
Still dwelt she in the forest wild ? 

Still rested 'neath the green-wood tree ? 
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She did, and better loved to roam 
By gliding stream, and purling rill ; 

Than tarry in her stately home, 
Where menials waited on her will. 






And she had grown a graceful Girl, 
Her stature, for her age, was tall ; 

And unconfined each golden curl. 
Did o*er her well-formed shoulders fall. 



Her brow was white as driven-snow. 
But, sun-embrown' d, her dimpled cheek, 

With health^s rich tints did brightly glow. 
Her blue eyes, innocence did speak. 



<^\,^,'- 



And oft, she'd anxiously enquire, 
In castle hall, and humble cot, 
For tidings of her absent Sire, 
Which proved he had not been forgot. 






All loved the Lady Emmeline ! 

And she it was, who on that day, 
When first the Stranger-Lord was seen, 

Sat throned and crown' d, the Queen of May. 

And when the direful news she heard, 
Her rosy cheek grew deadly pale, 
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And eagerly she drank each word, 
Of the well-fabricated tale. 

Silent, she heard it to the end, 

Like one who listens to a diream ; 
Then low her lovely head did bend. 

While fast and free, the tears did stream. 

But when the Stranger, from his seat 
Arose, and came with outstretch' d hand. 

And her, his future ward, did greet, 
In accents mildly soft, and bland. 

She started from her rustic throne, 
" Approach me not*' she shuddering said, 

" A feeling, hitherto unknown, 
Fills all my breast, with doubt and dread. * 

'* I never look'd on man beforo, 

And deem'd him other than a frinnd, 
But thou art not, for there is gore ! 

Upon the hand thou dost extend." 

" I cannot take that proffer'd hand, 

I cannot bear to meet thine eye, 
A mangled form ! there seems to stand 

Between, and bids me contact fly." 

" Oh ! ask me not to go with thee, 

Or I with terror, shall expire ; 
Still let me roam the forest free, 

No lands or wealth will 1 desire." 
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^' Well Maiden, well," he. answer madff 
"I would not thwart thy Fath«rffl.GhU4^ 

Dwell still within the forest glade. 
Be still a lovely Wood-Nymph wild." 

" Yet e'er thou goest I wouldfain^ 
Exchange with thee the kiss of peitt^^ 

Banish those fancies from thy brain, 
Come, shy one ! let thy tremblinp ceMf »" 

" What still mine enemy? weU, weU, 
Thou'lt know me better .by-and'tb'yv 

So for the present, fare-thee-well ! 
I'll not intrude, thy covert nigh*'* 

The Maiden sought her forest bowetf , 
Her bower beneath .this hftwlhi>m'.gnM»^ 

But never, never, from that hour. 
Her form so beautiful was seen. 

Her voice, which happiness exprest. 
Re-echoed through the woods no juore ; 

No more, a gladly-welcomed guest. 
She pass'd the cottage threshold o*er. 

r 

'Tis said that shriek^ were heard that nig^. 
Upon the gale, so shrill and, clear. 

Filling the breasts with wild affright, 
Of those, who dwelt the forest near. 

Her favourite spot was this lone dell. 
Here would she pass the noon-tide hours ; 
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Beside this Tery ruin'd Well, 
In twining wreatks of summer-flowers. 

And here, when night the scene ^o'ercast,. 

She slept within a narrow space» 
Which, 'tis supposed, inag^s past, 

Had been a hermit's resting place. 

'Twas then arch'd o'er with sculptured stone. 
With many a quaint device enwrpught; 

And save this Maidenlfair alone, 
To linger near, none ever sought. 

For even then, strange tales of blood. 

Were told of this secluded spot. 
Which in the ever rolling flood 
- Of time, have long since been forgot. 

And when they sought the country.round. 

Some tidings of her fate to gain, 
Beside this WeU, her hat was found, 

And on the grass a gory siain. 

Then rose, within the searcher's breast. 
Conviction strong, the lov^y HM* 

For ftf^elings openly expreqit,, 
A deadly forfeiture ha4j^d. 

And ever since, when moon-beams bright. 
Are glancing on the ciystal tide, 

'Tts said a figure clothed in white, 
Like her's, does thro' the green*wood gUde. 
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The Maiden ceased, and now a scream 

Broke shrilly from the startled three, 
For clearly, by the bright moon-beam, 

A form advancing could they see ; 
Like startled deer, two swiftly fled, 

But she, who did the tale relate, 
Overcome by terror, lay as dead. 

In motionless, and senseless state. 

I hasten*d from my hiding place, 

I raised her from the dewy sward, 
And sprinkling water on her face, 

Returning life, did soon reward 
My efforts, from her opening eyes, 

A timid doubting glance she threw. 
Which changed to one of glad surprise. 

For her supporter well she knew. 

And like the eastern sky at mom, 

Blush'd rosy red her blooming cheek. 
Meanwhile the Ghost ! a milk-white Fawn '. 

To quench its thirst the spring did seek. 
I laugh'd her idle fears away, 

We left the dingle side-by-side. 
To-morrow is my wedding-day, 

Reader ! canst guess, who'll be the Bride f 



• 



!f^]i©^LL^'P3ig@'lJ)g ^©El^i. 



THE DKEAM. 



EACH denizen of air hath sought its nest, 
The cioiijter-loving bat, has gone to rest, 
The humming beetle, home hath winged its flight, 
Which heralds in the dreary hours of night, 
And brooding darkness covers all around 
A sombre pall, inscrutably profound, 
■"hrouds now the landscape, mingling hill and dale, 
Hidden alike, broad lake and river lies 
And leafy forest, from whose depths arise. 
Sounds, which proclaim the fast increasing gale. 

The faint ray of the sickly moon, is seen 

But for a moment, quickly intervene. 

The ebon clouds, which through the realms of 8pac«, 

Like legions of dark spirits, urge the chace ; 

In heavy broken masses, on they press. 

Hiding the blue vault's star-gemm'4 loveliness; 

The bird of night, shrieks from his ivy bower, 
While borne upon the breeze, is heard the howl 
Of the gaunt wolf, which from his den doth rrowl. 

And wakes the echoes of the moss-grown tewer. 
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K«w, froM hit dark rttrtat, the robber stetli 
Ib search of phinder ; pausing, lo ! he feelt 
1'ht edge of his keen dagger, soon to drink 
Tlie life's blood of his victim ; on the brink 
Of the rude precipice, which juts far o*er 
The ocean's waters, where, with doafning roar, 
They rush the caverns through, up wildly streams, 
With ruddy glare, the warning watch-tower's light, 
The storm -tost sailor, views it with affright, 
▲s far and wide,' it o'er the white foam gleams. 

Well does he know that place has been the gravt 
Of thousands, who beneath the whelming wave, . 
(Which furious rushes on the rock-bound coast) 
llave perished, and their bones, a ghastly host, 
Lie, far, far down, to monsters dire a prey» 
Where sounding plummet ne%-er found its way ; 
He sees their danger, but in vain he strives, 

To urge his vessel past the fatal spot. 

The whirlpool sucks her, to the ''Mermaid's Grot/' 
That place of sure destruction, on she drives. 



ftha strikes ! tka riven timbers with a crash 
Ar« scattered o*er the waves, which furious dash. 
And foam in horrid mockery around, 
Ob the night-gale their shrieks for help resound. 
Vain are those cries, no human aid is near. 
Gradual they die away, and silence drear 
Affdn resumes her syray, of all that band, ^ 
That enterprising band, who left their home, 
Im search of glory, o*er the seas to roam, 
>^et e«e, wiU e'er reftin his native laad. 
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Culd, cold, ia death they lie, the roaring turge, 
And howling winds, ring out their funeral dirge ; 
Vainly their friends, will look for their return, 
The hearts which beat for them in vain will yearn, 
And cheeks will blanch with sorrow, still the cry 
Will be, '* they come not," tears will dim the ey#. 
And hope deferred,— that sickness of heart 

Which gnaws the vitals, saps the soul away, 

And urges on a premature decay,— 
Will, to the mourner's face, death's hue impart. 



At length perchance tlie wave may bring to light, 
Some floating relic of this fatal night, 
Thus realising all their direst fears* 
And the grief-stricken watcher, when she hears 
Her lover's— husband's fate, wiU eager greet 
The grave, as, from her woes, a blest retreat : 
But hark ! from whence does sound that deep-tone d bell, 
It thrills and vibrates on the startled ear. 
Breaking the stillness, sonorous and clear. 
It must be, yes ! it is the Sailor's Knell ! 

How awfully impressive is that sound. 
Amid the voiceless silence so profound, 
Which, save by that, holds indisputed sway, 
As though all himian life had past away : 
Now o'er the mind reigns superstition's power, 
Peopling with ghastly shapes the midnight hour, 
Loud swells the strain, peal quickly follows peal. 
With din astounding, and do now arise, 
Shrieks, yells terrific, and discordant cries, 
While meteors flash, and spectral forms r«v«al.. 
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What horrid Phantom bre^k» upon my sight, 
Curdling my blood, with horror and ail'right i 
What grinning Fiend, is it before me stands / 
Fleishless, and luieless, are the face and hands, 
The eye-balls glare, and light the skinny face, 
Most Demon-like, with slow and noiseless pace. 
It steals through the apartment, from the hearth 
The burning faggot does a red light send. 
But on the form, no shadow does attend ; 
▲trial it seems, oh God ! that dreadful laugh ! 

The Spectre pauses, now it turns again 
And glares upon me, wildly throbs my brain, 
Eachner%e and sinew, seems as though *t would crack ; 
Strange noises fill my ear, back ! Demon back !, 
Approach me not ! I start, and starting break. 
The slumber which enwrapt me, now awake, 
I gaze around, the moon with her pale beam. 
Emerges from the clouds, dispells the gloom. 
And pours a flood of rich light through the room, 
Ko Ghost is th^re, thank God ! 'twas but a Dream ! 
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AN INVOCATORY ODE. 



SHAKE oflf thy lethargy, my Lyre ! 

Awake ! or be for ever mute. 
Deign, O Apollo ! to inspire 

My tuneless soul with harmony, 

Tliat, as my trembling fingers fly 
Across the strings, 
On zephyr's wings , 

Be borne a tide of melody, 
Entrancing rich, and sweet ; 
Such as from out the dark retreat 

Of Hades, drew Eurydice, 
When Orpheus, breathed upon the lute. 
At whose soft sound, 
Were all around 

To listening silence hush'd; 
E'en tortured spirits ceased to moan, 

Nor longer felt the gnawing pain, 
And forms inanimate of stone, 

With trees, danced nimbly o'er the plain, 

While Waterfalls, which gush*d 
Adown the steeps with deafning din. 
Did pause their rocky beds within. 
And beasts of prey, grown meek and tame, 
From out their darksome caverui camt. 
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* 

Te Mtred Niat !— who dwell aboT« 
Ib bright Paniassian bowert,-^ 
Descend ! descend ! 
And to me lend 
A. portion of your powers ; 
GiTt to my speech an energy dirine. 
That like a gliding stream, on which does shins 
Sol's golden beam, 
My song may seem, 
Frau^t with the joys of summer hours : 
And giant, O youthful God of Lotc ! 
A pinion from thy radiant wing. 
First deign to dip 
Its downy tip. 
In 9ome pure llelioonic spring. 
That, as I sip. 
Prom off my lip 
The cadences may smoothly slip 
As when upon Arcadia's plains. 

Delphicus, in disguise did stray. 
And sang, unto the sportive trains ' 
Of swaiMk and shepherdesses gay, 
A iftnun r«plete with hUssw and pleasnie', 
A gladMitit ^ee^diflVniAg sMouMie ' 



Cmm lrh« ^ DhMi thy Mctct c^ 

TVy Imh >w M v dttf tetramt* 
rt^sn w h e n c e IMI <»ft thy lodanc sheG^ 

T^ l»ftt«i«ng «a)r 4iMa gi^e« ; 

t^kwi ex«rhe«rl ^^ud »r(i» s«e». 

MTh^her %hMi 4«st in $M«il« gtrtat. 
Itiih $%txtv rawK^ and On%»ls «£wej:^ 




On sloping side of heathery hill, 
Where Fairies dance the midnight •mnd. 
And Elves in Lune's soft beams bound, 

With magic shouts of revelry ; 

Whether thou on the gale dost fly, 
Or hid'st in caverns under ground 

Where swarthy Gnomes the anvils ply; 
My strains repeat, 
Take up ! take up ! each dying fall, 
And each expiring note, recall 
From the embrace of silence drsar, 
'Till vibrates all the raultsd sphsrs 

'Till o'er the earth, 
And o'er the deep, 

Tht sounds of mirth, 
Do loudly sweep. 

That far and wide, the name may ring. 
Of her ! for whom I wake the string. 
Who to my soul, is as the " green retreat" 

The "oasis" in life's sterile wilderness. 
The one bright spot. 
Where storms come not, 
Which, does the wanderer, gladly greet, 

When overcome by weariness : 
And but for whom had, still unstrung, 

My wild harp on the bough remained 
These uncouth rhymes had ne'er been sung, 

'Twere better had I e'en restrain'd 
Tli* feelings of my heart, for she. 
Is all too bright, for one like me, 
Whose life is like to be a scene, 
F%r, far, frem peaceful, and sereM ; 
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*Ti$ wrong, most blameable, I know, 

Tluis, like a blight to cross her way. 
And could I but subdue the glow 

Of love, wliich all my soul docs »way. 
But no ! ye gloomy doubts disperse, 

On themes like these, I will not think. 
No more will dark forebodings nurse, 

Lest to despondency I sink. 

Fill up! fdlup! 

The sparkling cup I 
Come Bacchus! with thy jovial throng, 
From Ida's spicy groves among. 

Come, come, with vine-leaves crown'd; 
And Laughter ! let thy peals resound. 
Come Mirth ! with all thy gleeful crew, 
Flora ! with flowers the scene bestrcAv, 

Thy fmits Ponoma ! bring, 
Fre^h from the bough, while yet the dew 

Does to them cling j 
And bounteous Ceres ! be tliou near. 
Wave over head the golden ear 

Of yellow gi-ain ;" 
And by her side oh take your stand. 
Glad Peace ! and Plenty i haud-in-hand ! 

Come all ye train 
Of Gods I from high Olympus' mount. 
And Nymph's ! from Tlicssaly's clear fou: 

Whose white feet j;lance, 

As ye joyous dance 
To the pipe and tabor's sound, 
When Hesper flingeth his rays afar, 
And Dian mounls her silver car. 
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Come IIel)e ! ever young and fair, 

Ever blooming, ever gay, 
Ever blithe, and debonair, 
Child of light, and life, and air, 
Yonth, which cannot pass away ; 
Glittering as the salt-sea spray. 
As it brightly gleams 
In the orient beams. 
Cast by the rising God of Day ; 
Fragrant as flowers in May, 
When the breezes bland 
Of a sunny land, 
Thro' their le.ives, at dewy eve-tide stray. 
Cup-bearer to mighty Jove, 

Dweller in the realms on high. 
Goddess, formed for joy and love, 
Endowed with immortality, 
From whom all fell disorders fiy. 
With whom remain 
No care, or pain; 
Descend ! fiom out yon starrj' sky> 
Descend ! to earth, ^ 
Difiusing mirth. 
Oh ! hear a suppliant mortal's cry. 

Ye Sylphs !— whose home is boundless spac«. 
Whose flight wc vainly seek to trace; 

Beings bright ! 

As thistle-down light. 
In whom is nought material. 
But like the soid, ctherial,— 
Oh ! make her your peculiar care. 
Watch o'er her in the hours of night. 
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And from her downy pillow tcar« 

All phantoms that affright ; 
Let not a vision wild or rude, 
Upon her balmy sleep intrude, 
But bright and blissful be her dreams, 
Of flowery meads, meandering streams. 

And cloudless skies serene, 
With pleasure fraught, and happiness ; 
And may her waking hours no less, 

Pass 'mid a gladsome scene, 
A scene, to look upon and bless ; 

Oh ! may her life, 

Be free from strife, 

Ne'er may she know. 

Out hour of woe, 
Ns'er feel afflictions bitterness. 

Csase, cease , old Time ! to turn thy glass. 

Relax thy features in a smile, 
Ye winged Hours! less quickly pass, 
Here pause awhile, 

And join the glad festivity ; 
Aud thou inexorable Death ! 
Approach not, with thy' blighting breath 
The scene to mar ; 

Discord! and Hate! and Jealousy 4 
Keep, keep afar, 
Go seek some more congenial spot. 
Here, all dark passions are forgot : 
War ! turn thy chariot aside, 

For here does Peace, reign paramount. 
Dark scowling Eiivy ! fiery Pride ! 

Kot here, vour tales recount. 
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Btck Murder I to the lonely glen, - 

Rapine, and Bloodshed, wait thee thert, 
Go howling Madness ! to thy den, 

There rend thy fetters, tear thine hair. 

Call on thy brother grim Despair, 
With Superstition, who does dwell, 

And Bigotry, and brooding Care, 
Witliin the gloomy cloister's cell. 

But oh ! ye white-robed gentle race, 

Of Virtues ! hither come, 
Her bosom make thy resting place, 

Her guileless heart, thy home ; 
It is a temple worthy thee, 
So undcfiled, from sin so free : " 
E'er let as now 
Her polished brow, 
Thine impress bear, O Innoctnc* ! 
Beam from her eye 
Meek Modesty! 
Truth ! guide the reins f)f eloquence ; 
Come one ! — come all !— come, every grace ! 

A halo round her shed, 
That gazing on her angel face. 
Thy presence there be read. 
As the Nautilus glides 
O'er the slumbering tides, 
With a scarcely-perceptible motion. 
May of life, her boat, 
Down the current float. 
Of eternity's wide ocean. 
May Health, and all blessings, her progress atteid, 
Aid calm may she rest, when her voyage shall end. 
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Delia ! for thee I now invoke, 

The powers of harmony divine, 

A lowly suppliant at their slirine, 
I bow my knee, iu trembling awe, 
As near the sacred spot I draw, 

And wish that abler hand:^ than mine, 
Had struck the clouds, and waked the Lay^ 
In honour of thy Natal Day ! 

Oh ! for thy voice, Euripides ! 
That voice which in old Delos broke 

The silence, when each whisp'ring J>reezc, 
Was with the dulcet tones so fraught, 

Which to the raptured spirit spoke, 
And with its burning fervour caught. 

And in Elysium lapped each sense ; 

With bliss, and cxtacy intense, 
The glad soul fiU'd, 
Though all unskill'd, 
To pour along 
The tide of song. 
Though faint my voice, and weak my hand. 
And ace ents flow not at command. 
Believe me, dearest ! ne'er was pour'd, 
By Bard of old, to one adored, 
A strain so fraught with purest love, 

So free from aught of art or guile, 
As this ! from one, who far above 

All blessings, values tliy bright smile. 
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ODE TO ECHO. 



SWEET mocking spirit ! tell me wliere, 

Thou hid'st from human ken ; 
Is i4 within the wild-Boar's lair, 

Some deep and murky den, 
Within the Itafy forest glade, 
Where all is darkness, gloom, and shade ? 

Or is it in some cavern hoar, ^ 

With glittering spars hung round. 

Re-bellowing to the Ocean's roar. 
That thou art to be found ? 

Where huge Sea Monsters hold their court, 

And Dolphins gay, and Mermaids sport. 



Or dost thou dare dispute the sway 

* 

Of silence grini, within some nook 
Of gothic ruini, old and grey, 

Long, long, by man forsook ; 
Where every footstsp, as it falls, 
Reverberates through the vaulted htUs ? 

I hear thy babbling voice reply 
Unto thf sounding horn, 



Ul 



UlfCBLLANlOUt ?OEMf. 



And y#ll of Hounds, and Hunter*! cry, 

When forth I shall at mom ; 
Perplexing much the timid Deer, ' 
Who det'm, at once two hunts they hear. 

And then at noon, just where those rocks 

O'erhang the pebbly beach, 
I listen to thy voice, which mocks 

The wheeling Sea-Mew*s screech ; 
And murmuring melody of waves, 
Resounding through those slimy cares. 

But when the blue serene above, 

Is gemm'd with twinkling stars. 
When every sound speaks peace and love, 

And all is hush*d, which mar* 
The calm tkat steals upon the mind, 
And worldly care leaves far behind. 

Oh ! then, oh ! then, tis my delight, 

Within yon ruined pile 
To stand, and view the chequered light 

Glance on the fretted aisle ; 
Cast by the bright moon's silvery beam, 
Which through the moss-grown arch does stream. 

Then does thy voice inspire the soul, 

Like accents of the dead, 
And causes through the breast to roll 

Visions of those long fled ; 
While every marble form, seems rife 
With Mf Uon, starting inte life. 
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The cloistered walks among, 
The whispering sounds, that thence arise, 

Thou dost in sport prolong ; 
As though, from out each dark retreat, 
Spectres did there in conclave meet. 

The Owl's shrill cry, the noise of wings, ^ 
Which flit athwart the gloom, ; 

And every other sound that rings 
Around the silent tomb ; 

Are on that dim, and hallowed ground, 

Repeated oft, from depths profound. 

On mountain's top, in flowery dell, 

Or by the glassy lake, 
If I my voice do raise, thy shell 

Does mimic music make ; 
Returning to my well-pleased ear, 
The tones sent forth, distinctly rlear. 

The torrent with its stunning dim, 
The brook which brawls its way, 

The calm, and peaceful vale within, 
Alike confess thy sway : 

Then tell nie, sweet, mysterious power ! 

Where is thy secret, hiding bower ? 
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ODE TO THE LARK. 



ON feathery pinions borne through realms of space, 
Sweet Bird ! thou soarest in the cthery way, 

jknd at thy Heavenly Maker's dwelling place, 
Thou pourest forth thy tributary lay, 

Ere yet Aurora's glowing tints we trace, 

Or young-eyed dawn, has brightened into day, 

Thy warbling strains, so tremulously clear, 
As on the mountain's top I take my stand, 

Strike in my listening, and ravished ear. 
Like seraph's voices from a far-off land ; 

A land all brightness, void of gloom or fear, 
Sheltered by a supreme all-powerful hand. 

'Tis sweet to cast each worldly care aside. 

To give the reins to fancy, and to soar 
'Mid heights sublime, on winged clouds to ride, 

« 

Alighting on that dim, and distant shore. 
Laved by an ever-flowing balmy tide 
Of love divine, where woe is felt no more. 

The soul, like thee ! unfettered lovet to cleave 
The interminable void, with upward spring, 
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ke thee ! tliis cold and selfish world to leave, 
And off the cumbcrous load of clay to flin^, - 
Which binds it here below, and thus relieve 
Itself of gross alloys, which round it cling. 

No sound is heard, save thy sweet melody, 
Which fiiintly floats upon the morning-gulc, 

While all around is dim obscurity, 

Thick mists, «4)nvcloping the smiling vale, 

In masses of grey vapour, and the eye, 
Does vainly try to pierce the envious veil. 

Anon the dappled east, begins to glow 

With roseate tints, by golden Phoebus shed, 

Bright, and more glorious, they each moment grow, 
'Till all the sky's with crimson hue bespread ; 

Which onward, like a sea of flame does flow, 
And casts a dazzling radiance over head. 

This fades away, and the refulgent sun, 
Does now upon the horizon's verge appear. 

Prepared his daily course of light to nin. 
The darkness of this nether world to cheer; 

His gloom-dispelling beams, the vapours shun. 
And rolling upward, gradual disappear. 



Now what u scene does burst upon the sight, 
The scattered hamlet, with its gliding stream. 

Which through the grassy meads with flowers bedight, 
Meandering, does like molten silver seem ; 

The eye excursive roams in rich delight, 

O'er prospects, which with varied beauties teem. 
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Now does the Cock'n shrill clarion awake 
The drowsy Peasant, starting from his sleep, 

lie hies hiin to the fields, and soon does break, 
The anvils clang, reverberating deep 

The vale along ; all living things do shake 
Their slumbers off, and into motion leap. 

The low of Kine, the fleecy charge's bleat, 

And all the varied sounds of rural life, 
Arise from out that peaceful calm retreat, 

While, mellowed by the distance, th« shrill fife. 
And trumpet's martial call, the ear does greet, 

Telling of war, where all is free from strife. 

The busy hum of the full City, now 

Mingles with these, recalling to my mind, 

That I must hasten from the mountain's brow, 

And through the vale, my footsteps homeward wind, 

To join the dull routine, and study how, 
I best may act, the part to me assigned. 

Sing on, sweet aerial voyager ! thy strain, 

A soothing calm has o'er my spirit cast, 
Has eased it of a load of woe and pain, 

Has taught me to be thankful for the past, 
And for the future murmuring to restrain, 

Trusting in One ! wise, as his power is vast. 



^•^ 
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SONNETS. 



HOW beautiful is Mom I when all's serene, 

A quiet undisturbed ! a blest repose ! 

Ere yet the pearly east with purple glows, 
Or Sol invests the sky with golden sheen ; 
When vapoury mists around are wreathing seen, 

In changing shapes fantastic, as the gale 

Sweeps softly sighing o*er the hidden vale, 
And waves the grass which clothes the hill-tops green 

Then is the fevered spirit soothed to rest, 
There is no extacy, no wild delight. 

No mingling of emotions in the breast 
But calm and clear, each thought doeawing its flight, 

Unto the throne of Him, who dwells above, 

And all is bliss, and peace, and holy love. 

How beautiful is Noon ! there is a hush, . 
But 'tis not like the morn, for now is heard 
The drowsy hum of insect,— song of bird. 

Which float upon the sultry air ; the gush 

Of the vexed streamlet, which does brawling rush 
Adown the pebbly steep, and sparkling gleams. 
As in it play the sun's meridian beams. 

Not soft and mild, as when they first did blush 
In roseate tints along the orient sky. 

But dazzlingly intense : then has the mind 
Cast off its freshness, and its purity. 

Has mingled with the world, and then we find 
A solace from our cares and woes in sleep, 
Which every sense does in oblivion steep. 

l2 
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It is a Love, with which nought mean or base 
Can ever mingle, deep, though passionless, 
And little understood by those who press, 

Onward in folly's enervating chace, 

Who, 80 their idol hath a lovely face, 
—A beauteous form, find joy in her caress, 
And care not, so the eye desire express, 

The thoughts which dwell within her breast, to trace, 

Though it be foul, as is a burial place. 
With vices, as with noisome weeds, o'ergrown, 
Where rank ,Comiption, has usurped the throne 

Of meek-eyed Modesty, from whence the race. 
Of gentle Virtues have affrighted flown, 
And where,by Passions dark, each barrier's overthrown. 

It is a Love, which only those can feel 
Of nobler nature, who aside have cast. 
All grovelling desii'es, and who have past. 

Without contamination, the ordeal 

Of joys delusive, which the senses steal. 
And cling full oft, unto the spirit fast. 
In the rough passage o'er life's ocean vast ; 

It breaks of bright futurity the seal. 

And to our better feelings does appeal. 
Such is the Love, of which, when Greece was young, 
The philosophic Plato ! told and sung. 

As he *mid caverned solitudes did kneel, 
When all inspired, his classic harp he strung. 
And wide throughout the world, the strains melodious 
rung, 
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MOl CHERE AMIE. 



Moi Cliere Amie ! to thee I longing turn, 
As turns the traveller o'er the desert wide, 
To the cool gushing spring's pellucid tide, 

So for thy presence does my spirit yearn, 

Witliin whose deep recesses, does there burn 
A fire unquenchable ; although I hide. 
My passion from \he world, who would deride, 

Such pure, such deep devotion, though you spurn 
The proffered heart, so solely, wholly yours, 

Thy cherished image there, will e*er remain, 
Mine is a passion which for aye endures, 

*Mid joy, 'mid sorrow, health, or moody pain ; 
Life, and its troublous cares, must pass away, 
t Ere in my breast, that bright flame can decay. 

Moi Chere Amie ! I must not call thee by 
A fonder, or a more endearing name,— 
How like a blight, across my fond hopes came 

The knowledge that all vainly did I sigh ; 

How oft, when gazing on thy beaming eye. 
Has fancy conjured up an answering flame. 
Shining therefrom, then through my youtliful frame, 

What feelings of ecstatic joy did fly ; 
Scarce knowing why, I revell'd in delight, 

Like the gay fly in noontide's sunny hour, 
I saw no omen of the coming night. 

Filled was my soul, with love's soft witching power ; 
Alas ! I can but weep those days now flown. 
That / so wretched, thou so cold, art grown. 
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?<1 'i Chero Amie! and a-n I then forbid, 

To pour my vows of love into thine car, 

To tell thee all I hope, and all I fear .'' 
But what have I to do with hope ! amid 
My loa.d of disappointments it is hid,— 

Quenched, — gone for ever; once 'twas brightly clear, 

And as a glancing meteor did appear. 
But like that meteor, o'er a quagmire did 

Evanish, leaving nought but doubt, and gloom, 
From which the sickening soul would gladly fly, 

To seek repose within the silent tomb, 
From this world's ways of dark obliquity : 

But no I I still must tread the weary round, 

Thougli merged the path, in darkness so profound. 

Moi Chere Amie ! the blissful dream is o'er, 
My heart is now, as is a blasted tree 
Whose leafless branches hang all droopinjily ; 

Or as a wreck upon some rock -bound shore, 

Round which the foaming surges, break and roar ; 
Or as a stringless lute whose sounds of glee 
Are hushed for ever, still docs unto thee ! 

Each aspiration Uim, — a sit of yore 

Was woVit to do, — of this fond faithful heart, 

I cannot tear thy beauteous image thence. 
But must until life's close, endure the smart 

Of love unanswered, fer\ent, and intense ; 
Oh ! could I plunge in Lethe's fabled stream. 
Then all forgotten might be that fond dream ! 

Moi Chere Araie ! another soon perchance 
May speak to thee in thrilling tones of love, 
"^Vho happier than I, thine heart may move. 
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Whose soul like mine, thy beauty does entrance ; 

As unto him you list, let memory glance 

On one ! .who worships thee all things above, 
Who long has with his hopeless passions, strove ; 

On one ! whose foremost wish, was to advance 
Thine happiness, and who to see thee blest, 

Though with that other, freely would resign, 
All he posesses, or has e'er possess*d. 

Whose life, whos6 every thought, is only thine ! 
Who though forbid to hope, cannot controul, 
The boundless love for thee, which tills his soul. 

-Mui Chere Amie ! as to the polar star, 

Which guides him o"er the ocean's pathless way, 
The voyager does adoration pay ; 

As did the eastern Magi, from afar 

Hail the bright beam of promise; as the car, 
The orient car of Sol, — when breaking day 
Flashes along the east with golden ray, — 

Is hail'd by worshippers of fire ; as arc, 
The relics of a saint to devotee ; 

Visions which glance amid the hours of night ; 
So is thy foini of loveliness to we, 

Fur my possesion, much too pure, to bright ; 
Thou seem'st an emanation from on high, 
Making all beautiful, when thou art nigh. 



Moi -Chere Amie ! when borne upon the gale 
Of dewy eve, the melody so bland, 
Of music m»H:t.s mine ear, I listening stand, 
And as the Switzer, from his native vale 
Far, far away, in fancy does inhale. 
Again the breezes of his mountain land, 
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'Mid scenes, where nature looks sublimely grand ; 
Again pours forth, of love, his artless tale. 

By Zurich's waters, ilnto Zurich's maid ; 
So listen I again to thy sweet voice, 

The scenes of by gone years are all display'd, 
When in thy smile ray young heart did rejoice ; 

Ere disappointment came, with withering pawcr, 

To cloud the brightness of that blissful hour. 

Moi Chere Amie ! tliink not that I am glad, 

Because my face does often wear a smile ; 

'Tis but assumed the cold world to beguile, 
Jn gayest moments is my heart most sad ; 
I would not that the heartless, and the' bad, — 

The selfish crowd, so fraught with falsehood's guile. 

And base deceit, — I would not aught so vile, 
Should penetrate my secret, they ne'er had, 

Ne'er entertained a passion half so pure; 
With such a love, they could not sympathize, 

Their only aim and end, is to allure. 
And sin and folly, dress in virtue's guise. 

To mix with such, ne'er may it be thy lot, 
Moi Chere Amie ! my loved ! my unforgot ! 

TELLE EST LA VIE. 



• Tis morn ! the bark with flowing sail 
Bounds joyous o'er the deep, 

A dewy freshness fills the gale, 
And calm the waters sleep ; 
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The heart of the voyager is rife 
With gay delight, to him this life, 

A scene of pleasure seems ; 
As bright, as peaceful, and serene, 
With nought of gloom to intervene, 

As pictured in his dreams : 
'* Telle est la vie" when first we loave 

The home of boyhood's years. 
Ere the young heart has cause to grieve. 

The eye is dimm'd by tears; 
What schemes of happiness we form, 
All reckless of the coming slorm. 



't; 



Tis noon ! the sky is overcast. 

Far, far, from sight is land. 
The billows heave, and howls the blast, 

In place of breezes bland ; 
His spirits sink, as muttering round, 
Is heard the thunder's awful sound, 

And faint is seen the play 
Of lightning, o'er the foaming wave. 
Which soon perchance, may prove his grave, 

Those bright dreams fade away : 
" Telle est la vie" when manhood's cares, 

Steal darkening o*er the mind, 
When sunken rocks, and whirlpool snares, 

We 'neath the surface find ; 
Then mourn we o'er those visions bright, 
Those buds of promise, doom'd to blight. 

*Tis night ! and now a drifting wreck, 
The bark is onward borne. 
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No streamers pay her spars bedeck, 

Of helm, and rigging shorn, 
Helpless she drives, with nought to guide 
Her course upon the stormy tide, 

Hark ! how the breakers roar, 
She strikes ! and soon to pieces goes, 
Are ended all the seamen's woes, 

His care and pangs are o'er. 
*' Telle est la vie" when feeble grown, 

And powerless from old age. 
The sport of every wind that's blown, 

Where all nide warfare wage ; 
Then worn with buflettings and gi'ief, 
AVithin the grave we find relief. 

Change we the scone, — the storm has past, 

The vessel has withstood 
The fury of the angry blast. 

The rushing of the flood ; 
The elements have sunk to rest. 
Upon the ocean's placid brefist, 

Reflected is the ray, 
Of the pale moon, which in the sky 
Hides with a calm serenity, 

And glitters in the spray : 
*' Telle est la vie " to him who bears 

In meek humility his pains. 
Who casts on One above, his cares, 

And firm in faith remains, 
Reader ! like his may thy lot be, 
Andmay'st ihou say, *■ Telle est la vie." 
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MEMENTO MORI. 



The following lines refer to One, — with whom the Author 
was on terms of intimate acquaintance,— cut short 
in a career of dissipation, by the hand of death ; 
who was summoned from hence, in the spring-tide 
of life, "with all his imperfections on his head," 
without warning, or preparation. The sight of that 
form, shrouded, coffined, and motionless, which he 
had seen but a few days pjevious, all life and 
spirits ; filled with the joyousness, and bright antici- 
pations of youth, made an impression, too deep ever 
to be erased. May those who are now pursuiug a 
similar path, take timely warning by his fate, and 
pause, " lest a worse thing come upon them." 



I KNEW him in youth's gleeful prime. 

When all was glad, and all was gay; 
When merry as a marriage chime. 

And smiling as a summer's day. 
With song, and jest, and festive mime, 

We passed the joyous hours away ; 
The flight of time we heeded not, 

So winged with bli^ the moments flew. 
The presage of man's troubled lot. 

Before no darkening shadow threw. 
We thought, nor dreampt not, of the hour. 
When all must bow to Death's grim pow'r. 
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The world seemed one eternal spring, 

Nought that was gloomy met our eyes, 
Gay sounds of mirth around did ring. 

And flowers did from the earth arise ; 
How fondly does the spirit "cling. 

To those bright scenes of sunny skies, 
The prospect now, how changed, how drear. 

Overclouded by the world's alloys. 
And memory drops the bitter tear, 

For him, who shared those youthful joys; 
Whose form now moulders in the tomb, 
Cut off in early manhood's bloom. 

When first the morn, in blushing pride, 

Looks forth, the Stag bounds o'er the mead ; 
The Lark upon the gale does ride. 

Exulting in its young wing's speed ; 
The Trout within the glassy tide, 

Glide gaily on, nor danger heed ; 
Around, above, all things rejoice. 

In vernal bloom bedecked, the trees 
Are waving, and the still small voice, 

Of insects, float upon the breeze f 
We scan the boundless blue serene, 
Where not a cloud is wreathing seen. 

The Hunter's bugle wild and shrill, 
Is heard far echoing o'er the plain ; 

The Fowler watches on the hill. 
Nor points his tube of death in vain ; 

Exerted is the Angler's skill, 
Expires the Trout 'mid throes of pain ; 
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All suddenly, bursts forth the storm, 
Bestrewn with blossoms is the ground. 

Dim vapour does the scene deform, 
And dark destruction hovers round ; 

Thus, is the spoiler ever nigh, 

None know how soon his shafts may fly. 



Hush'd is the laugh, the ready jest, 

Hushed are that voice's mellow strains, 
Cold is the hand which oft I've prest. 

In friendship, and no light remains 
Within those eyes, whose glance exprest 

Each wild emotion, as the reins, 
Were loosely o'er his passions held. 

Or he perchance had still been here, 
'Gainst all controul his mindrebell'd. 

And little deemed his end so near; 
Amid a scene of mirth, the blow 
Was struck, which laid his form so low. 



I gazed upon his pallid face. 

In death's habiliments array'd, 
I gazed,— but vainly sought to trace. 

The smile, which lately there had play'd ; 
All, all, had vanished, every grace, 

Which living, had that face display 'd ; 
A few short hours, such change had wrought. 

As though long, long, and lingering years. 
Had o'er him passed, with trouble fraught, 

An age of pain ! and gloom ! and tears ! 
Oh ! may his follies be forgiven. 
And may his soul fiud rest in Heaven. 



m 



Grim Death ! thou art indeed a king ! 

What are earth's potentates to thee ? 
When thou abroad thy dart dost flinp, 

Each face is veiled, is bent each knee ; 
Thou sproadest forth thine ample wing, 

And gloom prevails o'er land and sea ; 
The rich, the poor, the weak, the strong, 

Alike are subject to thy power, 
Vain is the stmggle to prolong, 

(When thou dost will the parting hour) 
The tenure of our lives, each tie. 

Which bound us here, is broken tlicn, 
Is rudely severed. Oh ! may I, 

Meet that hour well prepared, that when 
My soul is summoned to appear 
Above, it may have nought to fear-. 
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Oh ! it is terrible to view, 

(Stretched motionless upon the bier, 
The face o'erspread with livid hue,) 

One whom in life we held most dear ; 
To know the soul, we fancied true ^^ 

To us, has left this earthly sphere ; '^ 

That nevermore that voice will greet 

The ear, whose tones we loved so well, 
Those hands no more the grasp will meet, 

Whivih told of friendship's fairy spell; 
We gaze, and scarce believe it aught. 
Than some dark dream, with horror fraught . 
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TUey tell me, all are angels there, 
In shining vestments drest, 

And that nought of grief, or sorrowing, 
Is there the bosom's guest.'* 

" They tell me, that a King supreme, 

A Being wise and great ; 
More powerful far than Mortal Kings, 

Dwells there in regal stale ; 
They say, that he this earth can make 

Or glad, or desolate, 
That we to him are but as worms, 

And in his hand's, our fate." 

" The tell me, that the good and just, 

The virtuous in heart, 
Go to that happy place, when they 

Prom out this wojrld depart ; 
They say, the rich and poor alike. 

Do share in equal part, 
The love divine, which does such bliss 

Unspeakable impart." 

** They say, he's merciful, although 

So powerful he be. 
That he will listen to the prayer 

E'en of a child like me ; 
And that his well-beloved Son, 

From sin to set man free, 
In mortal guise, did undergo 

Death's bitter penalty.' 
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:- . ** I gaze upon the midnight sky, 
With twinklijig itWi o'ersprtf d, 
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And when the pale-faced silver moon, 
Around her beams does sl^ed; 

And on the sun, when he does rise 
From out his ocean bed, 

Or when at ere he sets 'mid clouds, 
Of purple, gold, and rod*'* 

" I ask, who made those twinkling stars ? 

That silver moon so bright ? 
Who made the sun and guides his course, 

Dispensing heat and light ? 
Who made the ocean, and the lane!, 

Each thing which greets the sight ? 
They answer me, the God above ! 

Of wisdom infinite." 

" How boundless then, must be his power, 

•—Inscrutable his skill. 

Who can create such wondrous things. 

And mould them to his wUi ; 
And oh ! how terrible his wrath, 

To those whose deeds are ill, 
When summoned to the judgement seai, 

What awe their breasts must ^11.*' 

" My mind is lost as in a maze, 

I cannot comprehend. 
How one so mighty, and so wise. 

Can be the infant's friend ; 
Can to his supplication deign, 

A listening ear to lend, 
O Lord ! upon my youthful mind . 

Enlightenment pray send." 
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LAST WORDS OF 
THE MAID OF ORLEANS, 



SPRUNG from abscurity, and railed, 

By superstitious priesthood's guile. 
Awhile the Maid of Orleans blazed 

Like a bright meteor, but the •mlla 
Of fortune quickly passed away. 

Soon quenched was all that meteor's light. 
And now a prisoner she lay, 

Immured and chained, a motgrnful si^t ; 
But hers was not a common mix^, 

High thought is stamped u;poa that brow. 
To every turn of fate resigu'd. 

She hears her sente^ice, i^id doe& bow 
In meek humility her head, 

Escapes no sound or sign of fear. 
Stem Beaufort* sits beside her bed, 

And watches vainly for the teiu:. 
Or silent quivering of despair, 

Which tells the inward agoi^y^ 
He gazes on her face, Bn^Xtisete. 

Dwells nought but ca^, 9ejr<»»tty ; 
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* ;•. 



* These lines were suggested by It print, in 'whieht&e 
unfortunate victim o£ stt^ei;»fUijim#6redijy^^^,]||:d^i^d 
in the dungeon at Bouen, rffji^ining. heavily chaineC on 
a low bedstead, by the iM^ of Vlttchi is se»atM CmmX 
Beaufort, who appears by his:g^tiires io^be e:Kcitt|ig; htr 
to repentance and t onfession. 
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Her hands are clasped as though she prays, 

And commune holds with One above, 
While o'er her lovely features plays 

A rapt expression, holy love 
Is beaming in the Maiden's facei 

She hears his words, but heeds them not. 
Her thoughts are in another place. 

And every worldly care's forgot. 
'Twas hers to perish, 'raid the flame 

Of bigotry's intolerant rage. 
But on the sounding trump of Fame, 

Her name will live from age to age, 
And nations yet unborn, will hear, 
And wonder at her bright career. 

The fatal day of death is come, 

And sadly sounds upon the ear. 
The wail of trump, and muffled drum. 

As the appointed hour draws near ; 
And now the Maiden forth they lead, 

Her step is firm, though pale her cheek, 
Who stand spectators of the deed ? 

Alas ! that Briton's e'er should seek 
God's brightest, loveliest work to mar, 
(For Albion's warlike sons they are) 
Alas ! that men so true and brave, 
A sacrifice like this, should crave. 
•j^ Onward she passes, now the pyre 

They reach, and bind her to the stake, 
Is kindled the consuming fire, 

The forked flames around her break, 
Still dauntless she no fear displays. 
But thus unto the Virgin prays. 






A-'f' 






' "^■''♦■■' 






.*■& 



- 1 



L?^ 



*---^' 

.?^- 



'I'J:^ 









''^: 



ix: 






-:t^ 



""^^ 



"^Mi 



•*^ ' 









\¥ ■ 






■ii^^ 






«->!:? 



■♦15 







•f1 



-^ 






M. 



MISCELLANEOUS POVMt. 



181 






:-i*' 



** I heard a voice amid the hours of night, 
Saying " Pucelle, arise ! to thee 'tis given, 

Thy country's enemies to put to flight, 
Thdu art the chosen instrument of Heaven." 

" Go forth and conquer," gladly I obey'd 
The holy call, all fear forsook my breast, 

I stemmed the tide of battle undismay'd. 
And this frail form in armour did invest." 
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'' I felt endowed with superhuman strength, 
Wounds did I heed not, cared I nought for pain, 

I girded on the ponderous weapon's length. 
And the bright shield, this weak arm did sustain." 

" 'Mid scenes of peace my early years had past, 
Trembling I listened to a tale of blood. 

But now undaunted, the rude trumpet's blast 
I heard, and saw gush forth the gory flood," 

'* In menial offices employed, my tongue 

Could ne'er my thoughts express in courtly phrase. 
But now upon my words the people hung. 

And even princes listened with amaze." 



" My councils swayed a nation, unto me 
Was given the guidance of the ranks of war ; 

Before our powers did the foeman flee. 
With fear beheld our banners from afar." 
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" Mother of Jesus ! whose all-seeing eye. 
Can view each inmost thought, and vain desire. 
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Whitth clings to erring, ftail mortality, 
Receive my soul from out this funeral pyxe." 

** Thou know'st my country's good was all my aim. 
For this I left my home of joy and peace, 

No guerdon asked I, no reward did claim, 
Ne'er sought my power or riches to increBse." ' 

" I felt myself the delegate of Heaven, 
As is the weapon in the warrior's hand 

By a resistless impulse onward driveti; ^ 

The scourge of Moff, who scourged my natiTe/li 
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* * And if,*-i>wh6n in the zenith of my power,— ,<^ 
Vain glorious thoughts ^'er rose within my miiid^itr|| 

Oh ! pardon them, and at the judgment hour, ; ! 
Let this worn spirit, rost eternal find," -^'\_: 
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" Forgive my foes, who now exulting gaze. 
As forth they lead me to the scene of death. 

And grant me strength, amid the faggot's blaze, 
To praise thee, even with my latest breath. 
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" The flames are kindling, wild shouts rend the akj| 

Spirit of holiness ! my race is run, 
IStedfast in hope, and firm ia/mithJ die, 

Glory to thee ! the Father ! and the Son I 
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" May my curse be upon ye to life's cloaiug hour. 
If ye mercy e'er shew to the race of Monteithl 

Damlinvaroch !»>Diarmid ! when placed in your 
Spare not one of their riders, retainer, or chief.*' 
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** The time's not far hence, when those spoiler^ wUl fi^ft*! 

■" - #/ 

On each other, like blood-hounds, which fight Q*ef < 
their prey ; 
Then vainly on us, they for mercy must call, 
•Twill be Meir turn to suffer, ours to bum and to slay/r 



*' But they who a kindness have shown to our clan, 
Ne'er that kindness forget, though an army pursue 

For vengeance a murderer, if a Mac Ian ! 
Let the fugitive find a protector in you," J. 

" For in Glencroe and Ardinmuchan, we have dwelt. 
Unmolested among them, for many a year; 

They heard our dark tale, fbr our injuries felt, 
And vowed to stand by us, should foemen appear/* 
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«* Then up I and away ! be as free as the wind; . , '^^^ 

'Gainst the houses of man shake the dust from thy fee^ 

And let these my last words, be still fresh in thy mind. 
When the sound of my voice hath thine ear ceased to * S45 
greet.'* 
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*' Farewell ! mayst thou die as thy fathers have died, 
Ere' thy mental and bodily powers have ta'en flight ; 

Revenge wrongs ! requite favours ! and be it thy pride^ 
To preserve the name left thee, imiarnished aii4 
bright." 
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Released from its btirthens the family tree, 

Of Ap Morgan,— Ap Griffith, and company ! 

Shot up, and became the delight of all eyes ; 

Its wonderful boughs appear* d propping the akiWr 

O'er Plinlimmon, and Skiddaw, a shadow it cast. 

And it stayed in its progress the fierce northern blast. 

As those off-sets grew up, they got boastful and prond. 
And would often be talking, and vaunting aloud, 
Of the root whence they sprung, and even would darej. 
Themselves, with that King of all Trees, to compare ; 
And say, as much honotir was due unto them, 
As that which was paid the oiiginal stem. 

** If you ask me what/rt(t7«, by this tree were produced. 
My friends ! I to boasting but little am used, 
But I am a sample" Ap Morgan would say, 
As*>kecpiiig Saint David's high festival day,^ 
On a large Mountain Goat, in the town he was seen. 
With a Leek in his hat-band, so fragrant and green»" ^ 
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** I but spoke in a rich, allegorical style, 

And," here the great man would triumphantly sihile, 

" I think you'll confess, when you look upon me, 

€d splutter her nails I that the fruits of this tree. 

At once are the handsomest, bravest, and best. 

Of the nations, by which the wide earth is possest." 

*Twas agreed to nem eon by the Cambrians all. 

Men,— women, and children, rich, -poor, great and small* 

That their Countryman like a wise oracle spoke, 
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And loudly and long, did they laugh at the joke, 

To think other folks, in their own estimation, 

Should ever compare with ihis Ghee<!e-toasting nation. 

«< Ye O'Houes ! and O' Haras! go hide in yoiu* bogi; 
JYott are nothing at best, but a parcel of hogs, 
Your food is potatoes, ye wallow in dirt. 
With a hay-band for stockings, and never a shirt ! 
Who,^-so ye get j90/«tfn &nd whisky galore,^ 
€are for nothing in life, but to fight and to ro^." 

^* Ye Mac Nabs ! and Afac Greggors I down, down in 

each glen. 
Hide your heads, now diminished, ye bare-legged men; 
Ye promoters of pillage, and every disorder, 
And stealelrs of cattle from over the border ; 
Staunch lovers of plimder, and hafers of law^ 
Whose music's the ^a^^«, whose drink's tuquebaugh,** 

" Ye Robinsons! — Jones's! in cities who bide, 
And call yourselves masters, and lords of the tide ; 
And boast of your bravery, learning, and sense, 
Of your wide-spread dominions, and riches immense; 
Ye consumers oirotitt ietf and gin and sirongbetr. 
If you'd view youi superiors, pri'thee come here,** 

'Twas thus, in full ch6rus, the Gainbrians stiuig. 
Then set up a shout, which is said to hate rung, 
From Cardigan Bay to the Thames' golden strand^ 
Then echoing rolled o'er each far distant land ; 
O'er XsthmuSj and Island, and Continent vast, 
Wliese inhabitants dtem'd that a hurrime pi^si' ' 
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Then here's to the Lass, witli the Tartan aud Snoo$^ 
And to Norah, whose cabin though humble and ni^. 

Is blest -with content, and a sweet charm lent. 
By her ! in whose presence no care does intrude ; 

And last though not least of the Trio, here's She 
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Of England ! " the Land of the brave and the firee.** f 



n 



?'#*•• 
^ 

"K.-^-- ^ 



m 



ii- 









THF 
ROSE OF CASTLE HOWARDS 






'TWS 



[see plate.] 



.J' 



S%^'. 









" A child i<t play 

Among the rosy wild flowers tinging, * -^^^lAr^ 
Ai rosy aad as wild as they." . . ■^!' ' J?1 

Moor*. '''''^0%m^ 

IT was the noontide hour! I wandered on,-^wiijeti>" 
boughs o*er-arching, formed a leafy screen, impenrsimf^Ej^ 
to the hot sun's burning ray, — ^holding sweet comm^i^f 
with the thoughts which rose within my breast; thotl|^{^' 
fraught with by-gone joys, from retrospective memt^g^ 
treasure-house, where silent they had lain for mai^fi^ 
year, called by the influence of the scene tiround^ ojibftf a^ 
more to view. Amid the selfish cares, the all*ealg^0im^^^^ 
cares of busy life, those feelings warm and geaeroof i||ie^ 
forgot, those blest emotions of life's blissful spring, t£iSl|f 
age of bright anticipations,— dreams, as evanescent, ay£ 
as beautiful, as is the bow which spans the ethetisU ajii^; 
when from the vale, the Btorm hath passed away. 
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" The visions of youth ! oh, how glowing and bsigki^ 
Ere' the cares of this world cast their gloom on themiiicl; 

When before us, we see nought but joy luid deHg^t, ; . '? J 
Nor think of the clouds, which are gathering behind^*^ % 
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The l«afy spread, of its kingly head, 
The ftirious wind in its might restrains ; 

Long ! long ! may it flourish, undecay'd to the core. 
And carry our thunders from shore to shore. 

Like the Rose, are the Daughters of Albion's race. 

Excelling in purity, beauty, and grace ; 
With hearts that feel, for another's weal. 

Kindness you may in each action trace ; 

Like the Rose may they blossom, from spoilers secure, 
And their beauty, and purity, ever endure. 

A true type is the Oak, of Albion's Sons, 

As in action, they stand to their country's guns. 

The blast may rend, but it ne'er can bend, 
Unyielding and firm, 'till their life-blood runs ; 
May success on their efforts for Freedom e'er smile, 
And Prosperity reign, o'er our " Sea-girt Isle." 

Caledonia's Thistle, amid the brown heath, 
Rears its hardy head, the rude crags beneath ; 

Dear symbol wild, of Liberty's child. 
May Slavery, ne'er with its blighting breath, 
Come thy native straiths, and thy glens among, 
Famed for martial deeds, and the Poet's song. 

Hibernia's Shamrock, so fresh and so green, 
Clothes hill-side and vale, with a dazzling sheen ; 

Ever verdant and gay, as the smiles which play 
0*er her children's face, where rich humour is seen ; 
Oh ! ne'er may tlie clouds of Adversity blight, 
That Sparkling wit, or that smile so brigj^t.^ 
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within whose veins, the pui-ple tide of royalty, hath flowed 
in ages past." '' That castellated mansion is thy homet 
and thou a scion art of that proud stock, than 'which*-^ 
in Britain's annals, — none can boast a -greater or mare 
glorious name.'* " May all good Angels guard thee round 
about, and shield thee from adversity, and keep thy 
mind as pure, as free from stain— when thou dost mingle 
with the selfish world, dost tread the giddy round of 
fashionable follies, — as it is now : farewell I sweet Wild 
Rose of the wilderness !'* 

Thus saying, from the spot I turned awajs repeating as 
I went the following lines. 

" Beautiful blossom of a noble stem. 

Gaily thou sport est o'er the verdant green. 
Guileless and pure, as is the garden's gem. 

Of flowers the queen. " 

" The spreading lawns, the silvan groves and fields^ 
Are scenes where first thy laughing eyes saw light; 
And as you rove, each passing hour reveals 

Fresh objects of delight." 

■ < 

" The variegated butterfly to chase, ' ^ 

With joyous shout, across the grassy mead, ! 

Or in the bubbling spring to view thy face. 

To thee, are joys indeed." 
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" Sheltered secure from adverse fortune's tide. 
And blessed with parents, affable and mild. 
With every wish of thy young heart supplied. 

Thou art a happy child !** 
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THE END. 
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ERRATA. 



Page 1 line 5 /or reyeberatingrtfarf reverberating 
6 line 6 /or emersed, read immersed. 
17 line 6 /or frail read flail. 
26 line 26 /or Muzzin, read Muezzin. 
33 line 28 /or spirts, read spirits. 
37 line 15 /or forn read form 
53 line 23 for the, read their. 
63 line 24 for with influence, rea«? with their 

influence. 
74 lii^e 10 for and consideration, rea^f and no 

consideration. 
86 line 20 /or when, read whom 
104 line 5 for consecrated, read consecrating. 
106 line 7 for furze, read fern. 
136 line Yl for Ponoma, read Pomona. 
140 line 7 for clouds, read chords 
142 line 2 /or shall, read stroll. 
1^ line 19 /or dim. read din. 
144 line 2/or in the, read on thy. 
151 /or Mo^Chere Amie, read Ma Chere Amk. 
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